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isv’t it wonderful? Everything’s fine...no 
ancer! Relieved, aren’t you? And smart, too! 

Because you’ve bought the best cancer in- 
urance there is...a thorough medical check- 

ip! Ask your doctor. He knows: thousands 
1ore people could be cured...if everyone 
llowed your footsteps! 


Isn't it tragic? 250,000 people die from can- 
cer each year. What can you do? A great 
deal. Your dollars will help the American 
Cancer Society save lives. Your gift will 
mean more research, more service to patients, 
more education of the public. Mail your gift 
to “Cancer,” in care of your local Post Office. 


FIGHT CANCER 
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SKYLA 
Style Ne. 250 - SQUARE DANCE. 
Tuilored shirt to look like a two- 
some—matches up happily with the 
dana cotton print. Black and White 
on red. 


Style Ne. 595 FIRECRACKER. Our 
embroidered sparked linen like ray- 
on, with reversible fringed stole and 
two-color dress. Red and white or 
navy and white. 


Style No. 2S 
9-17 
10-20 1238 
A 20'2-28'2 
Hy 10-48 


> a 


RK SETS THE PACE 


LOVE SONG. Linen- 


Style Ne. 251 - 
look rayon, with fly-away panels. 
Lace-edged neckline . White, lilac, 
powder blue with matching lace. 


Style Ne. 792-FLOWER FLIRT. Rare 
roses climb up its slender 
wreathe around your beautiful neck. 
Rayon butcher linen in black, navy, 
pink, powder blue, with white. 


Style No. 792 
9-17 

22, 798 
202-28 

40-48 


skirt, 


IN FASHION 


Style No. $30 - BACK TALK. Slim- 
sheath with a flirty flare to the skirt. 
Floral-print chromespun taffeta is 
velveray embossed. French blue. 
pink or aqua. 


Style No. 534—PURE GENIUS. Slim- 
sheath with a daring decolletage 
and dramatic cover-up stole with just 
one sleeve. Cool linen-like rayon in 
pink, lilac or powder blue. 


Style No. 534 


917 “ 
vo 1998 &. : 
e ¢ a 
¢ ™ 
icv Skylark Originals 
7 pert. 71-07 , Asbury Park, N. J. 
>) gC PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of gar- 
ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling— 
I save over 75c in C.O.D. fees. 
0 C.O.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount 1 
plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees. 
I may return garment in 10 days if not satisfied. ~ 
ize | 1st Color Choice | 2nd Color Choice ] 
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1 ampax! 
















Oh, we're not suggesting Tampax can do 
anything about the heat! The sun will 
go right on glaring down... the ther- 
nometer will go right on up co boiling 
point! But when it’s time-of-the-month 
for you, you'll be mighty glad you're 
wearing Tampax® internal sanitary pro- 
ection, the coolest protection ever! 


What a wonderful sense of freedom 
you enjoy when you use Tampax. Not 
o be bothered with pins, belts or pads. 
Never to worry about telltale lines or 
bulges—no matter how you're dressed. 
Never to know chafing or irritation. Not 
even to be aware that you're wearing it! 


lampax is invisible and unfelt when 
t's in place. Because it’s worn internally, 
lor can’t possibly form. Nice thing 
ibout it—it’s so made that your hands 
lon't ever have to touch it. It’s the 
sintiest ever to insert—and to dispose of. 


fampax lets you do what you like, 
whenever you like—go swimming, 
ling, sightseeing—you name it. And 
you cam carry spares just by tucking 
sem away in your purse! So make the 
¢ of your summer. Use Tampax. 
3 absorbencies (Regular, Junior, Super) 
vherever drug products are sold. eee 
corporated. Palmer, mee 





Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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Battle Of The Sexes 
Why did not Mrs. Evans title her article in 
the January TAN “The Trouble With Ameri- 
can Men” rather than the misleading “Negro 
Men”? Surely, all the faults with which she 
has labeled Negro men are identical to the 
ones American women of all races have been 
complaining about in their own males through 
the years. But when a white lass crosses the 
color line to marital bliss, does she commence 
to deride her white father, brother, uncle, 
cousin and friends to justify her actions? I'll 
answer that. NO. Mrs. Evans states she would 
never marry a Negro man. My buddies and | 
say that this is fortunate for every single Negro 
man in the world! 
Negro Airman 
Yuma, Arizona 


To Mrs. Charlotte Evans: In your story “The 
Trouble With Negro Men” yours is the same 
excuse that all of you so-called high and mighty 
women give for making a play for some white 
guy. It’s getting old now so you may as well 
tell the truth about the whole thing. All of you 
dames are from the South and all a white guy 
has to do is smile and you fall over yourself. 
Then you're the first to criticize any man of 
your own race who is even nice or talks to a 
white girl. So for myself and a lot more fellows 
stationed here, all of you dames can drop dead 
or go drown in your tears. 

Division Men 
Hawaii 


Satisfied GI 

I have just finished reading the December 

TAN. The stories were great. I am also writing 

in reference to my Pen Pal letter which was 

published in this issue. I received so many 

letters and plan to answer them all. I hope 

those who wrote will bear with me for I have 

just returned to Korea after a 20-day leave in 
Japan. 

P.F.C. Theoron Elmone Jr. 

A.P.O., San Francisco, Calif. 

P.S. Why not do a story about a G.I. in Korea? 


Life Can Be Beautiful 

After reading “Outlaw Lovers” in the Febru- 
ary TAN, I had to write this letter. I am a 
Negro woman, happily married to a Negro man 
for eight years. And I wouldn’t consider ever 
crossing the color bars for I love my husband 
far too much. But anyone can plainly see that 
those two people are in love in “Outlaw Lovers” 
and it’s a shame they didn’t marry. They have 
the same interests, same educational level and 
everything. Every boy and girl wants to be 
loved, so why doesn’t he wise up? There are 

plenty happy interracial couples. 
E. A. 


Milwaukee, Wis. 











“Your complexion glows like a star 
... LIGHT, BRIGHT AND LOVELY!” 


lhere’s a star in the sky with your 
name on it. That’s your lucky 
star. Follow it and see if it doesn‘t 
lead you straight to NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream—and a much pret- 
tier complexion. 


Nothing—no nothing—will im- 
prove your complexion in so many 
different ways as NADINOLA. 


Is your skin dark and dull? 
NADINOLA will lighten and brighten 
it. Are you embarrassed by oily 
shine, enlarged pores and black- 
heads? Some creams try to cover 
up these complexion faults. But 
NADINOLA works within the skin to 
help correct them. 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe 





Bleaching Cream is non- 
‘ apenett oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine— 

See 75c and $1.25 


FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness—75c and $1.25 


Ry ‘ 





Perhaps your complexion has be- 
come sort of tired and old looking. 
NADINOLA will give it new freshness, 
make it look years younger. And 
many women buy NADINOLA just 
for their hands—to fade those ugly, 
freckled brown spots which spoil 
their beauty. 


NADINOLA works so fast that these 
wonderful results are guaranteed 
from just one treatment-size jar! 


So get NapINOoLa right away at 
your favorite cosmetics counter. 
There are two kinds—one for oily 
skin, one for dry skin—both guar- 
anteed to satisfy you or your money 
back. NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 
Just one jar of Nadinola 

will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 


















[ think Pen Pals is a wonderful column. I 
1m a Negro girl, 21, 5’4”, 117 lbs. I would like 
to correspond with nice girls and boys, but I 
1m particularly interested in hearing from boys 
in service between 20-29. Will exchange photos 
and answer all letters. P.S. It really doesn’t 
matter about the ages. 

A distant friend 
Mamie R. Wiggins 
240 Atlantic Ave. 
Rocky Mount, N. C. 


! am convalescing in a tuberculosis hospital 
in New York. My home is in North Carolina. 
lt is very lonely here at times, for I have no 
relatives in the state of New York. I’d like 
o much for somebody to write me often. I am 
light brown with dark brown eyes. I like sing- 
ing and all sports, am a Brooklyn Dodgers fan 
and love to play cards. Well, that’s about all 
about myself. I'll explain more in my letters 
is | answer. Will also gladly exchange photos. 
Miss Alverta Moon 

State Hospital 

Box 41 

Ray Brook, N. Y. 


We would appreciate it very much if you 
would print the following in your Pen Pal 
ection: Notice, males! Two rock ’n’ roll 
jueens on the loose want to correspond with 
young men between the ages 19-25, from any 
part of the world. They must be interested in 
church and sports, taller than 5’7”, be good 
dressers and lovers of music. Photos would be 
ippreciated. Rush all letters to: 

Annamarie Owens 
220 Breunig Ave. 
Trenton 8, N. J. 
Dolores Carney 
105 Lamberton St. 
Trenton 10, N. J. 


Please enter my request listed below in your 
Pen Pal column: One Airman, 1929 Model, 
Make: Negro, Tan paint job and body in tip-top 

\-1” condition. If treated right, I will be good 
for another good 25 or 30 years. I use no alcohol 
and am very easy to handle. You don’t have to 
worry about the police picking you up when 
you got me. I am muffled down and don’t make 
iny noise and built for speed. If not interested 
in me, there is another 1925 model (a little 
weather beaten) with lots of good miles left. 
Just contact: 

S/Sgt. Elkanah Montgomery 
323rd Supron 

Bunker Hill Air Force Base 
Peru, Ind. 


| am hoping that you have a spot for me 
omewhere on your Pen Pal page. I am a very 
onely G.I. stationed in Fort Dix, N. J. My age 
is 21, | am 5'844”, 153 pounds, with light brown 
mplexion. I would like to correspond with 
yung girls between the ages of 18 and 21. I 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


have a good sense of humor, love movies and 
occasionally go to dances. I love to play the 
piano and have a nice, quiet time. I do not like 
a loud, rough time. I write to Pen Pals because 
it is very hard to find nice quiet girls nowadays. 
Every girl I have met is loud and rambunctious. 
Cpl. Richard T. Winston 

A 13 466 803 

Hg & Hq 2nd Tng Regt 

Fort Dix, N. J. 


It is my greatest desire to correspond with 
young ladies between 23-26 residing in the 
U.S.A. I am 24, 5’744”, 160 pounds, with medi- 
um brown complexion and brown eyes. I am 
very athletic-minded, but only participate in 
football, swimming amd dancing. I haven’t a 
set hobby although I do sincerely enjoy writing 
to lots of people and exchanging photos. All 
letters I receive will be answered promptly. 

Sgt. Jesse Emory RA 53 175 841 
Hq Btry, 13th FA Bn, APO 24 
San Francisco, Calif. 


I must say I haven’t always been a regular 
reader of TAN but now I find it so interesting 
I decided to become a customer. Well, I am a 
Jamaican fellow and I would like you to in- 
clude my name in your Pen Pal column. I am 
25, and want to correspond with American 
girls. Race doesn’t matter. I am of light com- 
plexion, slim in body with black hair and 
brown eyes, 130 pounds. I will answer all let- 
ters, with a photograph enclosed. 

Hector Stennett 
Linstead P.O. Cross Roads 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am interested in corresponding with young 
ladies regardless of race, between the ages 
20-22. I am 5’8”, 156 pounds, 22 years old. I 
have a black mustache, black hair, black eyes; 
complexion, light brown. I am in the Air Force 
stationed at a very lonely place called New- 
foundland. I do not receive very much mail and 
I am very lonely. Will gladly exchange photo- 
graphs. Please print as soon as possible so 
that I can receive some mail. 

A/2c Cornell Young 
AF 13525359 

61st F.L.S. 

APO 864 

New York, N. Y. 


I am a reader of TAN and find it really 
meets my interests. As for the Pen Pal column, 
I think it’s great. I would very much like it 
if you would enter my name. I am an art 
student, specializing in portraits. I am 20, 
5/1114”, 162 pounds, with dark brown eyes, 
light brown complexion. I am lonesome and 
would like to correspond with some nice girls 
between 17-21. I will exchange photos and 
answer all letters. 

J. H. Hurth 


9004 Beckman Ave. 
Cleveland 4, Ohio 


I am requesting that you publish my name 
in order that I might correspond with colored 
young girls liking jazz music. I myself am a 
musician and should like to improve my knowl. 
edge of the American language. Please ask 
the girls to send a photograph with their letters, 

Cuirassier Jean Claude Lauprete 
GI 3 CIABC Belston Pilate 

11 Regiment de Cuirassiers 
Orange, France 


Hello, TAN. I will start by introducing my. 
self. I am 19; my home is Cleveland, Ohio. Am 
in the U.S. Army and have been in Korea for 
five months. It is very lonesome over here, not 
getting any mail. I should like you to put my 
name in your magazine, if possible. I have a 
friend in the same Company who wrote you 
and now he gets lots of mail. I’d like to write 
if only I knew someone to write to, so I would 
appreciate it very much if I could hear from 


Pen Pals. 
Pvt. Leonard H. Ranks 
E. R. 14583938 
Co. “A” 728 M.P. Bn. 
APO 301 
San Francisco, Calif. 


I would very much like to become a member 
of your Pen Pal club. I am 17, 5/10”, with 
brown complexion, brown eyes and black hair. 
I would like to correspond with girls in all of 
the 48 states, Cuba, Jamaica and Hawaii. I am 
still in school. My hobby is collecting records. 
Will answer all letters gladly. 

Charles Graham 
Route 5, Box 842 
Shreveport, La. 


| think your magazine is the most and would 

like to have my name appear in your Pen Pal 

column. I am a seaman in the Navy and am 

stationed in Japan. I'd like to correspond with 

girls from the ages of 17-22. I am 21, 5/6”, 

168 pounds. I am 38 across the chest and 28 

in the waist. I would love to have people write 

me regardless of race. I am willing to exchange 
photos and will answer all letters. 

Will Simmons SN 

N.A.F. Navy No. 875 

Box G % F.P.O. 

San Francisco, Calif. 


I would be delighted to become a member 
of your Pen Pal Club. I am an Antiguan boy 
25, complexion black, black hair, black eyes, 
5’10” and 148 pounds. My hobbies are cricket, 
letter writing, reading, etc. I am a salesman. 
I would be very glad for any assistance you can 
give me in corresponding with boys and girls 
between the ages of 19-26, from all parts where 
English is spoken. All letters will be promptly 
answered and I will exchange photos. 

Samuel Browne 
Clare Hall Village 
Antigua, B.W.I. 
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and with time and under your 
doctor’s treatments, it will im- 
prove. 


making remarks behind my back. I 
know I look terrible and feel even 
worse. Washing just doesn’t seem to 
help. Sincerely, 


e 





DEARLY 





“Pimples” 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I don’t know how to explain this let- 




















Dear “‘Pimples” : ter but I shall try. I am living with a 
The first step toward a cure man and he is very nice but he has a 
nake is a new nickname. “Pimples” daughter. She won’t write or visit and 
» the is just too painful, even in jest. when he thinks of her staying away he 
Many teens have problem skin, says mean things to me. Of course, | 
; and if you’ll look around at don’t love him. I’m in love with another 
_— nM A F = — = your classmates, you'll discov- man and he wants me to marry him but 
colored ow er dozens of cases of acne. So I’m not divorced from my husband. Will 
‘a . secondly, realize that you you help me make up my mind. 
se ask aren’t alone with your prob- W. B. Ellis 
na lem. Since washing is not too Dear Mrs. Ellis: 
Pilate | effective for your particular You are one mixed up indi- 
“i By Frances Jackson type of acne, consult your fam- vidual. In the first place you 
ily doctor and he will recom- should get out, and get out 
EAR MRS. JACKSON: mend a good dermatologist fast! Your next problem is to 
- I’m a junior in high school and 17 (skin specialist). You should get your divorce. When you 
ea for years old. At one time I had a very clear know by now that girls will gig- are no longer attached to your 
os ma | skin, but now it is covered with blotches gle about almost everything, husband you are then free to 
ave a ' and pimples. This makes me very self- so don’t let their “meows” get marry the third gentleman in 
‘aan } conscious and I worry constantly about the best of you. Could be your harem. I do hope mar- 
would [| my appearance. To top this, I have to they’re really trying to attract riage is on your mind! I wish 
= shave évery morning and | certainly your attention. Forget about you all the luck in the world, 
Ranks look a mess when I take off for school. the condition of your skin and because I’m sure you will need 
+ Once I heard some girls laughing and concentrate on having fun, every bit of it. 
0 301 
Calif. 
NOW! EASIER, SURER PROTECTION 
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1. Antiseptic (Protective, germicidal action) thing it had ever used. Norforms are deo- RRL A aa 
iber Norforms are safer and surer than ever! A  dorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) 
boy highly perfected new formula releases anti- embarrassing odors, yethaveno“medicine” Tested by doctors + Trusted by women 
on septic and germicidal ingredients right in or “‘disinfectant’”’ odor themselves. FREE informative Norforms booklet 
an. the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base : : : : 
? 3. Convenient (So easy to use) Norforms Mail coupon to: Dept. T-77, Norwich 
can melts at body temperature, forming a pow- are small vaginal su stories, 20 easy and Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N. Y. Send 





erful protective film that permits long- 


convenient to use. Just insert—no appara- 


Norforms booklet, in a plain envelope. 
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sty lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. tus, mixing or measuring. They’re grease- Name 

= 2. Deodorant (Sure protection from odor) ess and they keep in any climate. Your — staan 

ge Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic druggist has them in boxes of 12 and 24. — 

I. ‘ and found to be more effective than any- Also available in Canada. City, Zone State. 








| eresengee in Chicago’s famed Or- 
chestra Hall after a recent concert, 
wide-eyed little girl clutched a worm 
1utograph book as she left the dressing 
oom of singer Marian Anderson. Al- 
nost in a trance, the youngster whis- 
pered excitedly to her mother: “She 
looks just like she sounds! And when 
he smiles, her whole face lights up.” 
The charm and inner radiance of Mar- 


ian Anderson, one of America’s greatest 
singing personalities, has always capti- 
vated young and old alike of every race 
and religious faith. Marlene Dietrich, 
the actress, describes the beauty and 
tranquility of Marian Anderson this 
way: “I do not know Marian Anderson, 
I do not have to. Her inner beauty 
shines not only in her voice—her face 
tells it and her eyes.” 


Born into a poor Philadelphia family, 
whose only wealth was a love of religion 
and each other, Miss Anderson rose 
from the multitude of the unknown to 
become a leading artist acclaimed by 
European royalty, American critics and 
the rich and the poor in every nation 
who appreciate the golden-tongue trans. 
lations of beautiful music. But behind 
that hypnotizing voice, which the late 
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conductor Arturo Toscanini called “one 
which comes only once in a lifetime,” 
there is Marian Anderson, the woman. 
In this sympathetic and sincere woman- 
liness of Miss Anderson lies the key to 
her happiness as well as the lives of 
those she touches. 

Early in her career, faced with the 
problem of being not only an unknown 
singer but an unknown Negro singer, 


she fought and won the bitter battle 
against race bias and discrimination. 
She was still in her early 20’s, anxiously 
applying for admission to a Philadelphia 
music school, when she was told by a 
young woman who handed out applica- 
tions: “We don’t take colored.” 

Recalls Miss Anderson: “It was my 
first contact with those blunt, brutal 
words, and this school of music was the 


SECHET FUR HAPPINESS 


Une of the greatest singers 
of our time tells how she 
generates beauty and hap- 
piness wherever she goes 


last place I expected to hear them. True 
enough, my skin was different but not 
my feelings!” 

But as Miss Anderson rose to success, 
fighting every step of the way, she never 
once became vengeful or bitter. Even 
after the lily-white Daughters of the 
American Revolution refused to let her 
give a recital in Washington’s Constitu- 
tion Hall, she made a friend who later 
became one of her most powerful allies. — 
The friend was Eleanor Roosevelt, wife 
of the then President of the United States 
who promptly resigned her membership 
in the DAR after they snubbed the Negro 
singer in 1939. 

The way in which a performer meets 
the public is very important. It is that 
magic “something” which stretches be- 
yond the microphone and the floodlights 
and reaches into the hearts of the audi- 
ence. It is this soul-stirring gift which 
Miss Anderson shares with her public as 
she puts forth her own special blend of 
artistry, sincerity and humility. 

“It is an acquired thing, I suppose,” 
says Miss Anderson modestly, “and prob- 
ably only comes from experience. But 
I have a feeling that the people out in 
front are all my friends. And wherever 
I sing, I have that feeling.” 

This happy, healthy approach to her 
work also carries over to her personal 
life. Since the daily routine of a con- 
cert singer is often hectic and nerve 
wracking, life does not always run 
smoothly. It is important to know the 
reasons for good and bad behavior in 
others, she believes, since a simple mis- 
understanding may be thé root of the 
whole problem. Practicing this belief in 
her fellow men is one of Miss Ander- 
son’s most charming qualities. Despite 
the strain of traveling out of suitcase 
and the tensions of a rigorous career, 
she remains remarkably calm. 

“If I’m in the wrong when something 
unfortunate happens, I try to make up 
for it if I can. But I never fight anger 
with anger,” she confesses with a twin- 
kling smile, “since it usually surprises 
one’s enemies when they realize you are 
a lady!” 

The demands made upon Marian An- 
derson, who became the first Negro to 
sing with New York’s Metropolitan Op- 
era, come from her public as well as her 
personal life. Recently winding up a 
national concert tour, Miss Anderson 
will return to her luxurious estate in 
Danbury, (Continued on Page 72) 
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Got Relief from Itching, Sting of 


HICKIES 


(BUMPS. BLACKHEADS) 


PUETRY 


Aftermath 
I tried to find you, darling, 
In crowds on every street; 

I even searched the rendezvous 
Where once we used to meet. 
When we parted with fond kisses, 

Who knew these were our last? 
Your fickle heart has left me 
Discarded in your past. 
—Mildred Spahr Cuozzo 
















‘*Friends used to tell me I made my 
bumps and blackheads worse by scratch- 
ing, but with their itching, stinging burn 
I just couldn’t keep hands off. Finally 
one of them gave me a jar of Black and 
White Ointment. The relief it gave my 
burning misery was wonderful.” 


DE ie PTI 


Ira B. Scott 
Houston, Texas 





Mid-Summer Knight Dream 
Hey Ho, sweetness, 
Look at those sparks! 
Who’s got my heart up 
Flying with the larks, 
Talking to the daisies, ' 
Shining with the stars, 
Seeing kitchen haloes 
In grape jelly jars,— 
Walking like a feather, 
Building dreams in Spain, 
Hearing angel bugles 
In the sun or rain 
Who makes me think of wonder 


Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks sone 
itch, burn of acne pimples, simple ring- Million 
worm, eczema. Trial size only 20¢. Regular 

size is only 35¢, and you get 4% times as . ackages 
much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy large 

economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily with Sold 
Black and White Skin Soap. 
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Style No.783 FS StyLe No. 783 — CLOUD 
ia 438 ©: + SHEER ALL NYLON Cinderella knew? 
DUSTER to make a stun- Darling, darling, darling, 
ning ensemble when com- Can’t you see it’s YOU? 
bined with the simplest of Gladys Martin 


dresses. Spatter- printed in 
powder, pink or navy. 


StyLe No. 784—Every day's Seasonal Love 


a HOLIDAY when you don It was a simple thing 
this surplice-sheath. Crisp Our love 

and cool linen look rayon- ‘ i - 
ci: ants end eater Blooming under moonlit skies 
fast. Powder, pink or navy. We found our paradise 


And it was spring. 


Summer came, how passionate 


3 and strong 
ie Our love 
a. pe a ee he Tasting sweet fruits of ecstasy 
: tae | § Oe ag oe aan Originals ~ . We dreamed our dréams of fantasy 
oert 71-07, Asbury Park, N. J. As two hearts joined in song. 


70 PREPAID ORDER: 1 enclose price of gar- 
7) ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling- A 
save over 75c in C.O.D. fees 
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1 Pada: UOT ieee Now winter comes, dead and cold | 
I may return garment in 10 days if nox satished. | O ] 
4 ; Siyle No] Size | 1st Color Choice [2ndColorChowe ur love 
a: +--+ t / Torn with jealousy and discontent 
Py Breaks as a tiny twig is bent 
— 5 a How sad a love corpse is to behold! 
~ ial —Andrea Barnett 
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UF LUVE 


Love and I 
In the green, green valley, 
In the small, small town 
Love was walking up and down. 


He paused by the roadside, 
He strolled across the grass, 
He watched the people pass. 


He peered in a window, 
He wandered down a lane 
Through the silver rain. 


He said, ““You’ll find a lover,” 
To someone going by, 


And, oh, it was I! 
—Iris D’Arcy 


Unwise 
Lessons I have never learned: 
Not to let my heart get burned, 
Not to care too much or wonder 
Were you bent on love or 
plunder? 
I’ve been foolish, I’m aware, 
But a knowing heart is very rare. 
—Florence Williams 


My Playboy Love 
I know a real playboy 
With lots of dash 
He’s a sharp, smooth dresser 
With lots of cash. 


He’s got a great personality 
And is wittiest by far 

He even drives an auto 
With a portable bar! 


He adores little children 
Loves all kinds of pets 
And weddings or birthdays 
He never forgets. 


The songs he sings me 
Are sweetened with love 
He offers me the stars 
And the moon above. 


Why don’t I grab him? 
Not on your life. 
He’s a real playboy 
But he’s got a wife! 
—Elizabeth Evans 











Isn't it good to know 
you re using the very best! 


For a dressing that’s completely 
pure always insist on genuine 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
inthe BLUE SEAL package. 


Aa == eee 





Tag 


When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure 
it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in 

the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely 
pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t 
recommend it! 


Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. 
See how much smoother it is. That’s because 
it’s completely free of impurities. No 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. 

Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


Vaseline 


Whit cil! 
"ITE PETROLEUM JE** 





Reader's Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly!” 


VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond’s Inc. 
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Ask your doctor... about the safest, 
easiest, most comfortable way to remove 
mucus from baby’s stuffed-up nose. The 
new Davol Infant Nasal Aspirator quickly 
and gently withdraws mucus—lets baby 
breathe freely again. 

Easy to use — easy to clean. Sparkling 
white plastic can be sterilized repeatedly. 
Your doctor will show you how to use the 
Davol Nasal Aspirator. Ask him about it. 


RUBBER COMPANY 
(@® PROVIDENCE 2. R. I. 
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Write For Special 
Agent’s Rates Today.... 


JOHNSON PUBLISHING CO. INC. 
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By Margo Hughes 


under contract with Timmie’s show. 


Pearlie Mae’s plans are to cater solely to show folks. 


Chico Hamilton Pearl Bailey 
away with Chico’s brand of chamber jazz during 
the filming of Sweet Smell Of Success that he secret- 
ly rented a flute with which to practice between 
scenes and in no time at all was sitting in with 
the group. 

MURIEL SMITH OF THE BEAUTIFUL 
voice, who graces our shores much too infrequently, 
has finally set up permanent housekeeping in Eng- 
land. Dancer Leslie Caron gifted the likable 
Muriel with her London flat, complete with all its 
fabulous furnishings. 

EX-DODGER STAR (ALMOST-GIANT ) 
Jackie Robinson, the new vice president of Chock 
Full O’ Nuts, coffee and restaurant company, is 
very much in the baseball picture, signing auto- 
graphs from his box seat near the Brooklyn dugout. 
Jackie’s new boss gifted him with box seats for 
the entire season of home games. 

ELLA FITZGERALD INVESTED A BUNDLE 
in an all new wardrobe after recuperating from 
the illness that floored her while at New York’s 
Paramount Theatre. The First Lady of Song lost 
well over 30 lbs. and prefers to keep the new look. 














(Continued on Page 61) 











UNNY-MAN TIMMIE ROGERS AND HIS “NO TIME FOR SQUARES” 

is such a howling success that management of Brooklyn’s Elegante Supper 
Club wanted him to stay the summer through. Ernie Andrews, a lad from Califor. 
nia who is featured male vocalist with the show, acts and sounds quite a bit like 
Billy Eckstine—on some songs (which is all right, too). While Mauri Leighton 
(once known as Mauri Lynn) the show’s featured gal singer, has caught the eye 
of several Broadway producers who would like to cast her right away, but she’s 


PEARL BAILEY WILL DO THE HONORS AT THE OPENING OF HER 
guest dude ranch at Apple Valley, Calif., which she plans to unveil this summer. 


THE LATEST CHICO HAMILTON QUINTETTE JAZZ ALBUM, SOON 


to be released, will feature movie idol Tony Curtis on flute. Tony got so carried 


ik 






























a FITZGERALD registered her 

first best-selling album when Verve 
last year released her “Cole Porter Song- 
book.” In a follow-up package, labeled 
“Ella Fitzgerald Sings the Rodgers & 
Hart Songbook,” the incomparable vocal 
stylist could repeat or surpass her initial 
triumph, if sales go at all by the per- 
formances. Backed by Buddy Bregnan’s 
band, Ella was never better than she is 
in voicing the lyrical gems Richard 
Rodgers and the late Larry Hart com- 
posed for musical shows and movies be- 
tween 1925 and 1942. 

Variety praises the album as “another 
standard library item” like her Cole 
Porter issue. A double 12-inch LP re- 
corded in panoramic high-fidelity, it 
showcases Ella accompanied by a flush 
section of strings for the first time in her 
long career. Result: Ella’s always won- 
derful voice sounds more wonderful than 
ever in the plush setting. 

When Ella waxed the Cole Porter col- 





On The Reco 


By James Goodrich 





lection, the combination was ideal—a 
great singer singing great tunes. Ella 
crooning Rodgers & Hart is essentially 
more of the same exposure. However, 
Ella, in comparing the two albums, is 
convinced herself that she had more 
working in her favor on the second set 
than she did on the first. 

“T think the average layman knows 
the Rodgers and Hart songs better,” she 
comments, “so the newer album should 
sell more than the Cole Porter one.” In 
an offering of 34 selections, Ella sings 
such familiar Rodgers & Hart favorites 
as Blue Moon, Lover, My Funny Valen- 
tine, Ten Cents a Dance, This Can’t Be 
Love, Where or When and With a Song 
in My Heart. 

Ella figures there’s even a second rea- 
son why her Rodgers & Hart surpasses 
her Cole Porter. As she sees it: “The 
second album is more relaxed than the 
first. We had to rush the Cole Porter set. 
On the Rodgers (Continued on Page 61) 








Start using Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
dark skin take on a hghter, brighter, 
softer, smoother look. Its bleaching 
action works effectively inside your 
skin. Modern science knows of no 
faster way of lightening skin. 

4 Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 

Cream 
at all drug 


counters 
43¢, 65¢ 


Ste AND WHITE 











BLEACHING CREAM 
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QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 
with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It's loaded with LANOLIN., Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, —— oe 2. — 
derful thin hair, temple grooming ae 

amount daily keeps HAIR SOFTER LOSSIER. 
LOVELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 
highlights which i - ~~ the main attrac- 
tion of women with long lustrous hair. 
BERNEL'S HAIR "CREAM has delight- 
ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
all types hair. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
Regular size $1.00. 

Large family size (6 oz.) $2.00. 
Postage extra if C.O.D. 


NELSON'S COSMETICS pept.r-2. 


__ Box 104, G.P.0. Now York 1, N.Y. __ 
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My sister had always been jealous of me. I could feel it. 


Now, with her nose in the air, she was going to marry the 


best man in town. Well, we would just see about that 


| DO NOT KNOW when the feeling 

first came over me about Lesa, but it 
had been there a long time. Perhaps it 
was a strange way to react to my own 
sister, but the feeling was as much a part 
of me as was my fondness for sleek cars 
or my dislike for dogs. Lesa and I had 
never cared much for each other, even as 
small children. We were forever at one 
another’s throat over dolls and mud pies. 

But this was much bigger than any of 
what happened when we were kids; this 
was over a man. And more than that, 
this was not an open fight. In fact, Lesa 
was not at all aware of my intention 
that she never walk down the aisle with 
James Baldwin. She was so sure of her- 
self, so certain that at last she had beaten 
me to something. This would be her 
crowning triumph over her prettier, 
smarter sister, to marry the wealthy 
young Dr. James Baldwin and live in a 
fine house and drive an expensive auto- 
mobile and give lavish parties. All this 
would make up for the years she had 
stood in the shadows. 

Once or twice, the thought occurred 
to me to let her have him, but why 
should 1? It was not my fault that I was 
born better-looking than she. It was not 
my fault that I got the good grades in 
school while she got only the fair ones. 
It was not my fault that I was two years 
older than she and had been the first to 
Even after she was old 
enough for Father to let boys come to 
visit her, the ones who were worth giving 
a second glance had wound up coming to 


date boys. 


see me. 


\4 


“I don’t think it’s fair for Joyce to 
try to steal every fellow who comes to 
this house!” I remember hearing Lesa 
yell when we were high school kids. 
Mother listened to her complain for a 
while—Mother was patient like that with 
Lesa—then, in her quiet way, Mother 
told her never to accuse me of that again. 

And she never did. Even now, know- 


TANS 
SHORT-SHORT = 


= ost 





ing the fascination that was burning be- 
tween James Baldwin and me, Lesa did 
not say a word, but instead acted as if 
she was completely ignoring it. That's 
her smug little way of saying she has 
won, just because she’s got his engage- 
ment ring on her finger, | told myself. 

If I had been home when James Bald- 
win first came to town, he would never 
have asked Lesa to marry him, I was 
sure of that. But I had not been at 
home. That was the year I was in De- 
troit, wasting precious time on Ted. 
Lesa probably even resented my going 
away while she was stuck up in that 
nursing school. She never said so in so 
many words, but I felt it. Well, nobody 
told her to be a nurse. 

I had gone to Detroit to live with Aunt 
Ellen, and got a job in a prosperous in- 
surance agency. As receptionist, it was 
my job to look pretty and be pleasant. 
And before long, I was my prettiest and 





pleasantest whenever the young owner, 
Ted Hopkins, happened to be around. 

Hooking Ted meant doing a lot of 
things that I was not brought up to do. 
But I learned quickly that the girl who 
got him would have to give her all in 
the getting. Well, I got him. And | 
paid the price. I learned to be the party 
girl, to hold my liquor, to be broken up 
by a dirty joke, and to tell a few good 
ones myself. I learned other things, too 
—on weekends with Ted in Idlewild and 
in hotels that didn’t ask guests about 
their luggage. Ted had money and 
prestige, and I wanted to share them 
both. 

But the windup to it all was that very 
shortly there wasn’t anything to share. 
Just when I had him in the palm of my 
hand—just when I was sure I could 
call Ted Hopkins’ name in a low voice 
and he would come running, the whole 
thing went up in smoke. Too much 
night life, too many bad investments, 
too many debts, and almost overnight 
the business was gone and Ted was a 
broke, scared, pathetic has-been looking 
for sombody to offer him a warm 
bosom to hide his face in. That’s when 
I bowed out and caught a train home. 

I hadn’t intended for my homecom- 
ing to become a long stay. I merely 
wanted to get Detroit out of my system 
and decide where the grass was greener. 
But then I met James Baldwin. Not im- 
mediately though. I didn’t even see 
Lesa immediately. She apparently was 
so annoyed by my coming home that 
upon my arrival she spent the first two 
nights away from the house. Then, on 
the third day I was home, she breezed 
into the house, feigning a tired, sick 
look and claiming that it had been im- 
possible for her to leave the bedside of 
a critically-ill patient. She pretended 
to be so happy that I was home. 

“Skip it, Lesa,” I told her shortly. 
“I know how you feel.” 

“I am dreadfully tired,” she said, 
missing my point entirely. 

And then she introduced me to the 
man who had brought her home, Dr. 
James Baldwin. He took my hand and 
smiled warmly, his black eyes twinkling 
out from his brown, rugged face. “I’ve 
head so much about you, Joyce,” he 
said. 

“Really?” I replied. I doubted if he 
had heard anything if it had to come 
from my sister, and whatever she may 
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have told him, I was sure it wasn’t good. 
But I held his hand a moment and 
looked interested. 

“Jim and I are going to be married,” 
Lesa blurted out suddenly. 

I couldn’t have cared less—then. It 
took several days of hearing people talk 
and watching the proud looks on the 
faces of Mother and Father for me to 
realize that my own sweet, scheming kid 
sister was about to pull off a prize mar- 
riage. James Baldwin had become, in 
little more than a year, the most pop- 
ular and busiest doctor in town. He 
was brought in and highly recommend- 
ed by an older physician who was re- 
tiring after years of practicing with a 
large and loyal clientele. James had 
stepped right in and proven himself. 
And, since he came from a family of 
means, he was now about to open his 
own small clinic. He would, without a 
doubt, make a fortune, and the people 
would be glad to see him do it. 

And my dear sister Lesa hadn't 
missed a trick. She had moved right in 
as his nurse. Daily she worked by his 
side, convincing him that she was in- 
dispensable to him, confusing his mind 
to his need for a professional compan- 
ion and his need for a woman. 

But I would end all that. I was just 
what the good doctor ordered. And he 
was just what I had ordered: a young 
man who was going places fast. 

It would be easy as taking milk from 
a kitten. There was nobody in town to 
hold a candle to me in looks. And there 
was nobody in town with my experience 
in trapping a man, | was pretty sure of 
that, too. James Baldwin would be an- 
other Ted Hopkins meeting his Water- 
loo. Just a little seduction on my part— 
a thing my pure little sister would never 
dream of—and Jim, like others before 
him, would be eating out of my hand. 

Setting the stage was easy. A few 
visits to the new clinic “just to drop in 
on my dear sister,” started things off 
nicely. Then, a couple of times I made 
sure | dropped in late enough for Lesa 
to be gone already, and what else could 
the well-mannered doctor do but offer 
me a ride home. We would, of course. 
stop for a drink on the way, just to 
make everything sociable. 

And one evening, when he told me 
he had to stop by that big white house 
he had bought on the hill before he 
could take me home, I realized that the 


chance I had waited for had come. 

The place was scantily furnished, 
waiting for the woman’s touch—Lesa’s 
or mine. 

“Don’t you offer a girl a drink in this 
place?” I asked lightly when he popped 
back in the doorway of the living room 
after picking up whatever it was he 
came for. 

“Well, it’s really quite late, Joyce. I 
thought I had better be getting you 
home.” There was hesitation in his 
voice. 

“That’s no way to treat your just- 
about sister-in-law,” I said, slipping off 
my coat. “Come on, how about a little 


warmer-upper ?” 

“You're quite a girl, Joyce, so dif- 
ferent from your sister,” James said 
minutes later as he handed me my drink. 

“You’re so right,” I murmured after 


Fe Se 


‘ 


taking a sip. “I am quite a girl.” 

I sat the glass down and stepped 
slowly toward him. Then I was close 
enough. My arms went around his neck 
and my lips came up against his. I felt 
him stiffen, tremble, then melt into the 
submission I knew would come. He was 
going to be mine, like the others had 
been. Only this time was for keeps. | 
felt it in my bones. I felt it in the. 
melting of my body against his and the 
urgent meeting of our mouths. I had 
him! I had him! And in a few minutes 
more, I could claim him totally. 

Suddenly I felt Jim’s hands snatch- 
ing at my arms and he pulled his lips 
away, his face angry. “You fool,” he 
snapped. 

Something was wrong. Desperately 
I tried to righten it. “I know how Lesa 


must have (Continued on Page 79 





‘3 


“You're so right,” | murmured, “I am quite a girl.” Then I was close enough. My arms 


went around his neck and my lips came up against his. . 


. . He was going to be mine, 


like the others had been. Only this time it was for keeps. I felt it in my bones. I had him! 
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For young people through the ages, 


the big question of a lifetime has been: Is it 


really love? The answer is often as elusive as 


love itself, but this article can help you find it 


If You're Really In Love 


WO LOVERS SAT in the back booth of the corner drug- 
store, enraptured. “They’re playing our song, dear,” 
she whispered into his ear. And from the juke box, a voice, 
oozing passion, insisted: “If I don’t love you baby; eggs 
ain’t poultry; grits ain’t grocery and Mona Lisa was a man.” 
Every year some 300,000 American couples, who were 
equally emphatic, if not so ridiculous in their declarations 
of love, end up in divorce courts and often times, too late, 
ask themselves an age-old question: How to tell when you're 
really in love? 

Throughout the ages, the great minds have contended the 
question is not as difficult to answer as may seem at first 
glance. Centuries before the birth of Christ, Antiphanes 
recognized the indelible mark of those in love and observed: 
“Two things only a man cannot hide; that he is drunk and 
that he is in love.” And more than 18 centuries later, the 
Dutch painter, Vincent van Gogh, spoke knowingly of the 
mark that love places on a woman. Said he: “A woman 
changes when she loves and is loved. When there is nobody 
who cares for her she loses her spirits and the charm is gone. 
Love draws out what is in her and on it her development 
depends.” 

The ideas of both men indicate quite clearly that the 
yardstick of determining whether you are really in love is 
the effect a warm human experience has upon you. If, in 
thinking good of, willing the good of, and doing good of 
your lover is based upon mutual respect, asks nothing in 
return and thrives on giving, one can safely assume that he 
or she is in love. /n short, love makes one a better person. 
It is impossible to be truly in love and not be a better person 
for it, because love, in itself, is good and feeds upon nothing 
else but goodness. 

Just as all that glitters is not gold, all romance is not love. 
Love’s greatest impostor, perhaps, is infatuation, a synthetic 
kind of love which often inspires unreasoning passion in its 
Victims and seeks self satisfaction only. 
| Two high school seniors in a midwestern city fell victim 
| to it the night of their senior prom last June. The boy was 
' eighteen, the girl seventeen. On their big night, they were in 
» an exceptionally good mood. And what high school graduate 
3 wasn't? But both of these people had had little dating ex- 


perience and were caught up in the newness and closeness 
of each other. Only a few hours after the prom was over, 
each gave vent to pent-up feelings without a thought or con- 
sideration of the consequences, which came nine months 
later. A child was born in disgrace, unloved by the father 
who sought only to disown his connection, unloved by the 
mother who was both immature and embittered because of 
her folly. 

True love, on the other hand, is reasonable. It is not 
blind, and in most instances has marriage as its logical con- 
clusion. Two people who are in love are by nature unselfish, 
have consideration for each other, do reason, do plan to 
have and prepare for children who are a part of them both. 
Few will doubt that infatuation may grow into love. But 
until one has recognized this growth, unchecked infatuations 
can be sheer dynamite. 

Love of course is not restricted to the old. The greatest 
love stories of all time have centered around teen-agers, but 
age is still an important factor, which should not be ignored. 
The head takes a little longer to evaluate what the blind heart 
feels. Even though some attractions which come like a whirl- 
wind may be lasting love, the combination of head, heart and 
time can best determine when it’s real. 

Positive answers to the following questions are a pretty 
good indication of whether or not you are really in love. 

Do you really respect him deeply in addition to the physi- 
cal attraction you feel for him? 

If the physical things about him that attract you should 
suddenly be lost, through accident or illness, would you still 
feel as much in love with him as you feel now? 

Do you both have similar ideas about right and wrong? 

Could you allow him to go to someone else with whom you 
realized he would be happier? 

Do you feel you could go through life with him for better 
or for worse? 

Is your feeling for him completely unselfish? 

Do you generally like the same things he does? 

Is he the type of man you would want to be father of your 
children? 

Do you feel that knowing him and associating with him 
has made you a better person? 

17 

















**T..VERYTHING HAS TO HAVE A GIMMICK—even love,” I said 

to myself that afternoon as | sat watching television. The program 
was “The Big Romance,” one of the most popular TV shows on the air 
at the time, and like everything else that’s successful, it had a gimmick. 
Whoever had thought up the idea for that show sure made love pay off. 
It was just an ordinary quiz show, but the contestants were engaged 
couples, who competed against each other for prizes that included a 
houseful of furniture, complete wardrobes, six months supply of food, 
and a few thousand dollars in cash. 

The cash—that’s what had me drooling. What I couldn’t do with that 
money! And the clothes, too. I’d hit Broadway like Gangbusters! I'd 
buy the flashiest gown on Fifth Avenue and I’d— 

The ringing of the phone broke into my daydream. | picked up the 
phone, still keeping an eye on the TV screen. “Hello?” 

“Hey, girl. Whatcha doing?” 

It was Hattie, a friend who had once been my partner in a dancing act. 
“Hi, sweetie,” I said. “How’s married life?” 

“The greatest thing since Hadacol!” she said dreamily. “You ought to 
try it.” 

“Not me, baby! I’ve got more important things on my mind.” 

“Yeah, I know,” Hattie laughed, “show business. Whatcha doing?” 

“Watching TV “The Big Romance.’ There’s a cute couple on now,” I 
told her. “If they don’t win, they ought to be shot!” 

““Wouldn’t be interested in a little romance, would you?” she asked. 

‘Please, Hattie—no more blind dates. Please?” 

“Now you listen to me, Jean Madison!” she flared. “It’s about time 
for you to come down off Cloud 9 and face the facts of life. Show busi- 
ness is tough. Do you realize that ninety-nine out of a hundred girls who 
start out never reach the big time? Now, if you want my advice—” 

“Okay, honey, who is it this time?” I cut in. I was in no mood for 
another one of her lectures. 

“‘Well—it’s my cousin Richard,” she said, still a little peeved at me. 
“He just got back from overseas, so Ted and I are taking him out on 
the town tonight.” 

Inwardly, I groaned. Another lonely GI, just dying for a date with a 
nice American girl! But I didn’t want to hurt Hattie’s feelings, so I just 
said, “Your cousin, huh?” 

“Yes. You’ve heard me speak of him. Anyway, he hasn’t been back 

















long enough to meet any girls,” she ex- 
plained, “‘so naturally I thought of you.” 

“Well, I don’t know. You see, I had 
planned to—” 

“Oh, you will? Swell! 
you up at nine.” 

She hung up before I could object. I 
had tried to think up an excuse, but I 
had never been good at telling lies. I 
was trapped into an evening that would 
probably be as boring as Hattie’s cous- 
in would turn out to be. 

I turned back to the TV set just in 
time to see the cute couple miss the 
final question and lose the jackpot. 
“What dopes!” I thought. “If only / 
had a chance like that!” 

The same thought was on my mind 
later that night as I sat with Ted and 
Hattie and Richard, waiting to be served 
at a bar on 125th Street. 

“We'll have a drink first, then decide 
what we want to do next,” Ted was say- 
ing. 

“Maybe we ought to ask Jean what 
she wants to do,” Richard suggested. 
“She doesn’t seem to be having such a 
good time so far.” 

I glanced up quickly to see Hattie 
glaring at me. “Oh, don’t pay. any at- 
tention to Jean’s silent moods,” she said 
“She’s the thoughtful type, 


We'll pick 


quickly. 
Richard.” 

“I’m sorry,” I apologized, giving 
Richard my brightest smile. “I guess 
I’m a little tired. I had a rehearsal this 
morning and it didn’t go very well.” 

“Rehearsal?” he asked. 

“Jean’s a singer,” Hattie explained. 
“One of these days you’re going to see 
her name up in lights—unless some man 
changes her mind for her.” 

Richard stared at me with amaze- 
ment. “You mean you're an_ enter- 
tainer?” he asked. 

“Yes. Is there anything wrong with 
that?” I asked, defensively. 

“Of course not! I think it’s wonder- 
ful. I knew there was something spe- 
cial about you when I first saw you,” 
he went on. “There’s something so—so 
glamorous about show people.” 

| looked at him with new interest. 
‘| see your cousin hasn’t spoiled you 
yet. She thinks show business is for the 
birds.” 

“Compared to married life, it is!” 
Hattie spoke up. 

But instead of arguing with her, I 
devoted my attention to Richard, who 
was gazing at me with such open ad- 
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miration that I began to feel glad that 
I had come. He wasn’t tall, but he had 
the broadest pair of shoulders I’d ever 
seen on a man. He was goodlooking in 
a rugged, outdoorsy sort of way, and 
he wore his uniform comfortably, nei- 
ther ashamed of it nor eager to show it 
off. 

Before I realized it, we were chat- 
ting away like old friends. We lingered 
over our single drinks so long that by 
the time we were ready to leave, both 
Ted and Hattie were pretty high. Then 
came the question of where we would 
go next. Ted wanted to go to the 
movies and Hattie wanted to go danc- 
ing. Richard and | wanted to do nei- 
ther, but we had no suggestions to 
offer. 

“Tell you what, Cuz,” Richard said 


I stared hard at him. He wasn’t jok- 
ing. I withdrew my hand and gave a 
shaky laugh. “You take a girl’s breath 
away, Sergeant Banner!” 

“I—there’s a lot more I could say, 
Jean,” Richard said, “but Ill wait.” 

I laughed, although I really wasn’t 
amused. “I should hope so! You've 
seen me once, and here you are almost 
proposing to me!” 

“Not ‘almost,’ Jean. That was for 
real,” he said. “Goodnight.” 

And before I could think of anything 
to say, he turned down the steps and 
was gone. 


| Deng lose any sleep over Rich- 
ard’s startling behavior, but I must 
admit I was no little flattered by his 
ardent attention. The next.morning, I 


I didn’t really want to use Richard the way I did. But 
he was so convenient, so eager. He fitted perfectly into 


the nasty little scheme I was hatching out of selfishness 


to Hattie finally. “You’ve done your 
good deed for today by introducing me 
to Jean. You and Ted battle it out 
between you, while Jean and I get bet- 
ter acquainted.” 

“That would be nice, Richard,” I 
told him, “but I’ve got a new song to 
learn tomorrow, so I’ve got to turn in 
early.” 

He grinned. “Suits me. I'll get some 
rest, too, because something tells me 
I’m going to be up bright and early, 
knocking on your door.” 

Later, as we said goodnight outside 
my door, I remarked, “You certainly 
are a fast worker! Your first date back 
in the States and already you want a 
repeat performance.” 

“Do you mind?” 

I avoided his question. “I’ll bet you 
left a trail of broken hearts over there 
in Germany,” I said lightly. 

“There were girls, of course,” he said 
seriously, “but none like you.” 

I shook my head. “You don’t know 
what I’m like, Richard. I’m not even 
sure myself sometimes.” 

He took my hand in his. “All I know 
is that from the moment | laid eyes on 
you I knew I didn’t have to look any 
farther.” 

“Look for what?” I asked. 

“For a wife.” 


was too busy with my accompanist to 
give much thought to the night before, 
so I was thrown for a loss when I left 
the rehearsal hall and nearly bumped 
into Richard in the corridor. 

“Hi, beautiful,” he grinned. “I 
warned you I’d be around bright and 
early!” 

I managed a smile. “How on earth 
did you find me?” I asked. 

“Hattie told me where you were re- 
hearsing, and I figured that when you 
finished you’d be ready for lunch—so 
here I am,” he explained. 

Making a silent vow to wring Hattie’s 
neck, I fell in step with him and went 
outside. As we strolled down Broadway, 
I looked around at the crowds and all 
the theater lights and a delicious thrill 
coursed through me. “Some day—some 
day!” I murmured fiercely. 

“What was that?” Richard asked. 

“Just my secret promise to myself,” I 
told him. “Every time I’m on this street 
| promise myself that someday my name 
will be up on one of those.” I pointed 
to one of the bright marquees. 

Richard frowned. “That’s the one 
problem, the one problem that worries 
me,” he said gravely. 

“My wanting to make it in show 
business worries you?” I didn’t know 
what he meant. 
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“Yes, it does. You see, after we're 
married you'll have to forget about 
show business,” he said to me. 

I was so shocked I stopped there in 
the middle of the sidewalk. “I’m going 
to marry you?” 

“Why, yes,” he said, as if it were the 
most normal thing in the world. “And. 
well—you can’t very well take care of 
the kids and sing on the stage, too,” he 
added. 

I didn’t know whether to laugh in his 
face or advise him to see a doctor. So 
all I did was remain silent the rest of 
the way home. Richard didn’t seem to 
mind at all. In fact, he was acting like 
he was having the grandest time of his 
life. 

When we got near my apartment, | 
recovered my voice. “Tell me, Richard, 
haven’t you ever had a girl before?” 

He laughed. “Sure! I’m not brag- 
ging, but I’ve had my share.” Then 
suddenly he was serious again. “But not 
one of them could hold a candle to you, 
Jean. You might as well know now, 
I’ve made up my mind to marry you.” 

I felt sorry for him. “Do you get 
everything you want?” I teased. 

He nodded slowly. “Everything!” 

Then, once again, he turned on his 
heel and walked away before I could 
squelch him with a clever crack. 

I got home just in time to catch the 
last part of my favorite TV show. After 
a few breathtaking moments, the lead- 
ing contestants came up with the cor- 
rect answer and won the jackpot. 

I stared hungrily as all those lovely 
prizes were handed to the winners. “If 
only I had a chance... !” I whispered 
fiercely. “With all that money I could 
make a terrific splash. New clothes, 
new vocal arrangements. I’d be on my 
way to stardom!” 

Then, before I was completely eaten 
up with envy of the lucky couple, | 
switched off the set. I don’t know ex- 
actly when the idea came to me, but the 
more I considered it, the more fascinat- 
ing it became. Suppose I did get on The 
Big Romance show? Suppose I ar- 
ranged it so I could be on the show? 

Sure! Why not? Richard was simply 
dying to get married, and I was posi- 
tive tha: we would present a nice ap- 
pearance before the television cameras. 
Not only that, but between the two of 
us, the easy questions they asked would 
be a cinch. 

But my excitement died down as 


rapidly as it had begun. It made a very 
nice dream, but that’s all it was. I 
could never marry Richard—or any 
other man—if I didn’t love him. And 
to pretend love even to get the thing I 
wanted most in the world would be a 
 Be«.- 

I put the whole idea from my mind. 
After all, I was taking an awful lot for 
granted. Richard had proposed to me 
in an off-hand way, to be sure, but the 
chances were that after a few more days 
at home he would realize that New York 
was full of lovely girls just waiting to 
be led to the altar by a man as attrac- 
tive as he. It would be strange if he 
even remembered my name in another 
week. 

Well, as they say, truth is stranger 
than fiction. Richard not only remem- 
bered my name, but he became even 
more attentive. He telephoned twice a 
day and although I kept telling him that 
I was too busy, he insisted on seeing 
me, if only for a short time between re- 
hearsal and my trips to various booking 
agents. When I did relent and let him 
take me to lunch or dinner, Richard 
spent all the time trying to convince 
me that I should marry him. 

Finally, one night after seeing me 
home from an audition, Richard said, 
“IT suppose you think I’m a queer 
duck?” 

“Oh, not at all. Having a man pro- 
pose to her flatters a girl.” 

“Even when he won’t take no for an 
answer ?” 

“Well, I must admit you have a one- 
track mind,” I told him frankly. “But 
determination is a good quality.” 

“A lot of good it’s doing me,” Rich- 
ard complained. “I had. counted on 
having everything set by the time I got 
my discharge. I'll be out of uniform 
next Wednesday and I haven’t even 
gotten to first base with you.” He gave 
me a slow smile. “You know, Jean, 
you're holding up all my plans.” 

I stared at him in astonishment. 
“What on earth have I got to do with 
your plans?” I asked. 

“Everything. They’re all built around 
you,” he told me. 

“But how is that possible? We just 
met each other. I don’t understand.” 

Richard grinned. “This will take a 
little explaining. How about going some 
place where we can talk?” 

He looked so much like a little boy 
bursting with a secret that I had to 


laugh. “All right. You win. We'll go 
to my place, and I promise to let you 
talk all you want.” 


SHORT TIME later we were sitting 
in my combination bedroom-living 
room. 

“You've got a nice place here,” Rich- 
ard said. His glance fell on the televi- 
sion set. “Say, that’s a good set you’ve 
got there, one of the best on the 
market.” 

His words immediately brought to my 
mind the crazy idea I’d had about the 
TV show, “The Big Romance.” But I 
forced it from my mind. I said, “You 
sound like an expert.” 

“I am. I’m going to open my own TV 
and radio shop as soon as I get out of 
this uniform,” Richard told me. “That’s 
part of my plan, too.” 

I gazed at him with new respect at 
this new revelation. “You're full of 
surprises,” I said, leaning back and 
taking a deep breath. “Tell me more 
about this plan of yours.” 

“It’s very simple, Jean. In fact, it 
may sound real simple to a girl like 
you.” 

“Am I that much different from the 
girls you’ve known?” I asked, and al- 
though my tone was bantering, I really 
wanted to know. 

“You know what I mean. You're so 
glamorous, so well, you’re so much 
more exciting than anyone else I know 
that I fell for you the first time we met.” 
He snapped his fingers. “Boom! Just 
like that!” 

Richard stammered a moment, then 
added, “I don’t know—sometimes I 
think you’re laughing at me all the 
time.” 

I laid a hand on his arm and said 
gently. “I’m not laughing at you, 
Richard. You’re too nice a guy. Please 
. . . tell me about your plan.” 

“Well, it’s something I 
about all the time I was overseas. | 
made up my mind I’d have my own 
shop someday. The other part of the 
plan was to get married to—well, some- 
one like you. There were girls over in 
Germany, sure.” He stared at his strong 
brown hands. “And it made no differ- 
ence to them what I was. But I couldn’t 
get over the feeling that they were try- 
ing to use me.” 

“Use you? How?” 

He shrugged his shoulders and smiled 
a little. “In (Continued on Page 50) 
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dreamed 
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he men came fast after Arthur; first Phil, then the 
hers swarmed into my life like locusts. Somehow, 


didn’t seem to really matter how low I was sinking 


VERY SINNER—and that includes just about every human—can sup- 
ply eloquent reasons for straying from the path of morality. The 
nile delinquent who robs a candy store can always find a lawyer who 
s to something in his background or environment and proves the poor 
isn’t actually a wrong-doer. The street-walker, under suitable condi- 
will break down and sob out her story about taking to the ways of 
kedness after her man had done her wrong or because she discovered the 
d is such a hard-hearted, cold place. 
lon’t mean to be cynical about the conditions and sorrows which help 
veaken people morally. I confess I am a little weary of the tendency of 
an beings to find alibis and excuses in order not to be judged harshly 
their misdeeds. Sometimes I believe we have become a race of cowards, 
antly looking for sympathy so we won’t have to face the facts of our 
ugiiness. 
e had first-hand experience in inventing a crutch, an alibi to justify 
lf for doing the wrong thing. I blamed my sins on what happened to 
1entally and emotionally when the man I loved more dearly than I 
myself went out of my life. 
lamed it on God .. . 
> always believed that God sent Ernest into my life, because [| couldn’t 
1et him at a more appropriate time—a time (Continued on Page 54) 














“But I don’t want to marry 
Clarence!” I screamed to 
her at the top of my lungs. 
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I was a tramp, sure. But someone had to take the 
blame for the way things turned out with me. And 


there was only one person to blame—my own mother 


ERRY STOOD THERE OVER ME with his huge hands dangling down 

beside him menacingly. Blood oozed out of the side of my mouth and 

I wiped it away with the back of my hand. Nothing hurt me anymore. | . 
had been numb ever since he knocked me across the bed. 

He kept calling me foul names and saying I was just like my mother— 
saying things to me that I had told him about my own mother—mean, 
ugly, unkind things. 

I had never seen him so angry and so vicious before. I had never been 
hurt so terribly before, and although I felt no pain at the moment I was 
deathly afraid he was going to kill me. 

Thoughts of Kathy filtered through my tormented mind. | had always 
blamed her for the things that happened to me. I had always blamed her 
for the mistakes I made. I had to blame someone, so I blamed my mother. 

But this was too much. I could not stand another scene like this with 
my three children whimpering in the corners. I knew I had to do some- 
thing. I lay there thinking and waiting. 

“God,” I told myself, “if I can just stay alive until he goes away this 
time, nothing like this will ever happen to me again.” And I was surprised 
at myself when the impact of my unspoken thought sank into my brain. 
I had never prayed before. And I somehow knew I was on the right track 
now. Before, everything I did was wrong. 

It had been easy to get off on the wrong foot. I started early—I 
was fifteen and my imagination was at its keenest. Kathy had brought me 
to Chicago from West Virginia on a Sunday afternoon after my father 
stood in the middle of the bedroom on Saturday night and accused her of 
all the immoral acts under the sun. 

“You always did think you were too good for me because your skin is 
yellow and your hair is straight,” he had yelled at her. “I know about you 
sneaking out with that butcher down at the grocery store! I know about 
you and that professor from over at the college you keep trying to tell me 
is an old friend of the family!” he shouted. “You may think you’re fooling 
me, but one of these days I’m going to catch you and I'll kill you and that 
brat, too!” Father had screamed. 

He had been drinking heavily and he had made scenes like that before, 
but he had never threatened our lives before. Kathy waited until he stalked 
out of the house and headed back to the pool hall where he drank with his 
cronies. Then she packed some of our clothes and we went down to the 
station and caught the midnight train. 

I had liked my father very much, for when he wasn’t on one of his 
Saturday night binges he was very kind to me. He brought me candy and 
gifts and he took me to the movie every Wednesday night. He wasn’t al- 
ways pestering me about keeping my hair combed and acting like a lady 
like Kathy was. 

And although I had always been in the house when the professor visited 
and I knew Kathy always had too much housework to do to ever have a 
moment to go off and see any butcher, somehow I believed Daddy. I knew 
better, but I believed him just the same. What he said was like the things 
we saw the men and women do in the movies. And I was too young to know 
that movies are make-believe. 

Our first year in Chicago was terrible. I never had nice clothes to wear 
to school. Sometimes the other kids heckled me about my tattered coats 
and dresses. There was never enough food. We never went to a movie. 
The hotel room we lived in was small and stuffy. Kathy could get only 
day’s work and she nagged me all the time about keeping out of trouble 
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with boys, keeping my hair combed and 
acting like a lady. I hated her and I 
blamed every inconvenience we suffered 
on her running around with those men 
in West Virginia and making Daddy so 
unhappy that he drove us away. 

Then one day I came home from 
school to find Kathy sitting in our little 
room talking to a man. She said his 
name was Charlie and he had a business 
and was going to give her a job. I never 
knew how she met him and I never felt 
any like or dislike for him, but I some- 
how knew that day was a turning point 
in my life. 

Afterwards, there was food to eat, 
more food than I had seen in a long 
time. But somehow it didn’t taste right 
to me. 

Kathy had a gay, bright-eyed way of 
talking to Charlie and I didn’t like that 
either. She was just 33, still pretty and 
shapely, and as far as I was concerned 
she still belonged to Daddy. I felt funny 
seeing her act happy with another man. 

But Charlie was as good as his word. 
He gave Kathy a job in his cleaning and 
pressing shop. She was a great help to 
him. She organized things so that peo- 
ple’s clothes didn’t get lost and she tight- 
ened up on his credit customers so that 
business really boomed. He had needed 
her and she had needed him. They got 
along swell. And that left the gate open 
for me. 

| had heard the girls at school talking 
for many months about going to the USO 
where they danced with servicemen, but 
Kathy had always insisted that I stay 
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home with her in the evening, so I had 
never been there. Now, however, Charlie 
was demanding more and more of 
Kathy’s time and she was spending less 
time with me. 

When they finished work at the shop, 
they often stopped at a cocktail lounge 
and had a few drinks with friends. Some- 
times they just closed the doors of the 
shop and sent out for beer, then they 
talked and gossiped about all the people 
along the street until late at night. 

Many nights I was home alone until 
far past midnight. I was young and I 
was lonely. And I told myself that any- 
thing I did could be blamed on Kathy. 


Y FIRST adventure was loaded with 

the kind of problems I was to face 

for the next ten years of my life. I met 

Clarence and Harold on the same night, 

the very same night I first went to the 

USO. They were both handsome and I 

liked them both. Yet, they were differ- 
ent. 

Harold seemed always to be surround- 

ed by lots of pretty girls. He was tall, 


only flattering, it made me feel kind of 
comfortable. We danced. 

“It’s mighty nice of you young ladies 
to come out to entertain us guys who are 
so far away from our homes,” he was 
saying. 

“We enjoy doing our little bit,” I said 
absently. 

“Tt isn’t really a little bit you’re doing. 
It’s mighty important to us who think 
we've been raised right. It could be so 
easy to get mixed up with the wrong 
kind of girls,” he said. He talked slow- 
ly and seriously as if he was in a deep 
reflective mood. 

He held me close to him, yet he wasn’t 
holding me too close. I could feel the 
exciting strength of him and the warmth 
of his body, and still he seemed to be 
holding me ever so casually. 

“You fellows are giving an awful lot,” 
I said, trying to make conversation. “The 
least we can do is try to make things 
pleasant for you before you go over- 
seas.” 

Harold seemed to beam when | said 
that. He drew his head back a little and 


I was never very innocent about love, not even with the first 
boy I met, nor the second, nor the third. In fact, I became 


just the sort of woman Father had said Mother was 


curly-haired and smooth-talking. He was 
the kind of fellow mothers warned their 
daughters against but the kind the 
daughters couldn’t resist. He was witty. 
He danced like a demon, and while he 
danced he kept saying things with double 
meanings that a girl couldn’t get mad 
about without admitting that she had a 
dirty mind herself. 

I had just walked in the door, slightly 
afraid at first, when Harold broke away 
from a half a dozen girls he was talking 
to and came over to me. 

“I’m mighty glad you came tonight,” 
he started. “I was afraid I wouldn’t see 
you again.” 

I knew I had never seen him before, 
but I didn’t want to give the impression 
that I had never been there or anywhere 
else before, so I said, “Oh, I almost 
didn’t come. I had so many things to do. 
I decided at the last minute.” And while 
I was talking I was looking around all 
of the time, searching desperately for a 
familiar face. I didn’t see a soul that I 
knew. Harold’s interest in me was not 


looked down into my eyes. 

“T knew it,” he said. “I knew the min- 
ute I saw you come in that door that you 
were the kind of girl who really cares 
about what happens to people. I knew 
you would understand a fellow like me 
who has got important things to do and 
has to be so careful.” 

I didn’t understand what he was say- 
ing. I didn’t understand at all, but | 
nodded and and kept trying to be pleas- 
ant. 

“After this dance is over,” he con- 
tinued, “I’m going to get away from 
these people I was talking to over there 
and we'll go for a walk. It’s nice outside 
and I think we ought to know each other 
better.” 

Then the music stopped and he led 
me over to where he introduced me to 
Clarence, who he told to dance with me 
until he got back, and went off. 

Clarence was the exact opposite of 
Harold in manners. They were about the 
same height and build. Clarence was 
handsome but he did not have Harold’s 
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hair or complexion. He was charming 
but not dashingly good looking. He was 
quiet and any mother would have en- 
couraged her daughter to go out with 
him. He was obviously all man, but he 
was not the wolf type. 

While we danced, he said very little. 
The only thing I remember was that he 
asked my name and phone number in a 
kind of embarrassed, frightened sort of 
way. I gave him my phone number with- 
out a thought. He said he would call me 
some time. 

When Hal came back he told me how 
to slip out and meet him on the corner 
so the USO people wouldn’t know we 
were leaving together because there was 
some rules against soldiers and hostesses 
going out of the club together. We 
worked it all right and I met him on the 
corner. We strolled along getting ac- 
quainted until we came to a bench in the 
park where we sat down and talked. 

He talked to me only about myself. He 
made me feel important and I thought 
he was the nicest person I had ever met. 
He took me home early and although I 
was spoiling for kissing, Hal only 
squeezed my hand and made me promise 
to meet him at our bench in the park the 
next night. 

Of course, getting out the next night 
was no real problem for me, but just to 
make sure Kathy wouldn’t come home 
and find me gone I went by Charlie’s 
place when I got out of school. I wanted 
to make sure they were going out and 
there would be no mixup. 

It was the first time I had ever re- 
sorted to scheming. It was a warm sum- 
mer day and | kept talking to Charlie 
about how hot it was. In a little while 
he sent the presser out to get some beer. 
I knew if he got started early, he would 
be sure to take Kathy out some place to 
drink when they closed the shop. 

They were drinking their second beers 
when I left. 

And Harold was waiting for me when 
I strolled casually up to the spot and the 
bench that we had agreed was ours. He 
said he had borrowed a friend’s car and 
suggested we go to a drive-in theatre. | 
was thrilled. I hadn’t seen a movie in 
ages, and I had never been to a drive-in 
movie before. 

There was a warm, gentle breeze blow- 
ing as the car rolled into the big parking 
space before the giant screen. To me, it 
was like an opening night in Hollywood 
and I didn’t even know what the feature 


picture was. 

Harold drove around the aisles of 
cars, finally pulling in on the last row, 
far, far from the screen. 

“This is smoocher’s row,” 
laughingly. 

I glanced around and most of the cars 
seemed not to have anyone in them. In 
one or two, however, I could see couples 
huddled close together. My first impulse 
was to panic, but Hal was putting the 
speaker on the door edge and acting 
very calm, so I relaxed. He pulled me 
toward him and I snuggled against him 
cozily. 

His strong hand was on my shoulder 
and he reached across me with the other 
hand and took hold of my waist. We sat 
that way watching the picture for half 
an hour, and then his hand slipped off 
my waist, wandering. 

“Harold,” I protested, punching him 
playfully with my fists. But Hal wasn’t 
playing. Suddenly, his lips covered mine 
in a fierce, searching kiss. No boy had 
ever kissed me like that before and some- 
where in my dizzied mind I was think- 
ing: So this is it! This is what it’s like 
to “smooch” like the girls whisper about 
in the washroom. 

It made me feel a little like I was 
smothering and I struggled weakly as his 
hot hands sent the blood coursing madly 
through my veins. 

His tongue flicked snake-like, and 
then, in a sudden flood of terror, I real- 
ized that I was pinned firmly down 
against the seat and I was experiencing 
a strange, indescribable feeling inside 
me. 

The terror abated as the soap bubbles 
of pleasure exploded around my head. 
I felt only the slightest passing tinge of 
pain which melted away in a maddening 
floodtide of desire, and I felt myself 
reaching, reaching— 

That’s the way it was, easy and won- 
derful. Perhaps if it had been different 
my whole life would have been different. 


he said 


URING THE next few weeks, I made 

an almost clean breast of things to 
Kathy. I told her I had met some nice 
fellows and I would like to have her meet 
them. She agreed to let me have them 
come to our house. 

“T think it will be much better to have 
them come to your house than for you 
to be meeting them outside,” Kathy had 
said, and for the first time in my life my 
mother sat down to tell me what she 


called “some of the facts of life.” 

“You're getting to be a big girl now,” 
she said, “you’re almost seventeen and 
though you won’t be legally a woman 
until you’re eighteen you are as much a 
woman as you will ever be. 

“T’ve tried to shelter you, dear, but I 
know I would be doing you more harm 
than good if I didn’t let you enjoy some 
of the things a girl your age normally 
enjoys. I knew you would eventually be- 
come interested in boys and, frankly, I 
have dreaded the day because children 
in their teens nowadays are very hard 
to talk to. You constantly seem to be 
sending out warning signals: ‘Don’t 
question me too much. Don’t pry into 
my thoughts.’ 

“It’s natural, of course, because all 
youngsters seem to feel more or less 
guilty about the sexual questions they’re 
concerned with. But it does make things 
difficult for parents, particularly where 
there’s just mother and daughter, like 
you and I. 

“Still you need to know about your 
own body and why I have been so strict 
on you up to know,” Kathy said. 

I had been interested in boys for much 
longer than Kathy seemed to realize, yet 
that was how she proceeded to tell me 
about sex in my seventeenth year, and, 
actually, a little late in the day. 

She explained everything quite clear- 
ly, but she used words and terms that 
were new to me. She told me that the 
union of man and woman was mainly 
intended for building families and she 
said that children were placed in the 
mother’s body by the union of sperm 
and ova during the act of sexual inter- 
course. 

I was not shocked by what she said, 
but much of it did not agree with what 
the girls had said in the washroom at 
school. And the terms the girls used at 
school were not the same as those Kathy 
used. 

“You shouldn’t pet too seriously with 
boys,” Kathy said, “but I can’t be with 
you all of the time to tell you when 
you're going too far so I guess the best 
I can do is warn you to be careful. 

“If you let a boy get too familiar with 
you, you'll get pregnant, my child, and 
your whole life will be ruined. That’s 
about the best advice I can give, I 
guess,” she concluded. 

And that was about the only thing that 
Kathy said that Sunday afternoon that 
(Continued on Page 73) 
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In new role as second Mrs. Harry Belafonte, Julie Robinson, 28, will try to furnish 
understanding of singer’s professional problems, which Harry said was missing in first 
narriage. In blue jeans and pigtails (r.), Julie typifies her bohemian outlook on life. 





Finding a new part-time career of her 
own, Mrs. Margurite Belafonte tried fash- 
ion modeling to occupy her spare hours. 


HARRY soar, ALES 








Fresh from the ruins of one marriage, singer 


Harry Belafonte launches another while thou- 


sands of women weep. Here is an intimate story of 


how it all came about and just who 


the new Mrs. Belafonte is 


i ) \ THE BULLETIN BOARD of a large midwestern of- 
fice a few weeks ago, a picture of 30-year-old balladeer 
y Belafonte was placed, mounted on black drawing pa- 
and covered by a plastic veil. Beneath the photo, in bold 

;, appeared the inscription: “We women weep.” 
Indeed, women had good reason to weep. For handsome 
the hottest piece of night club property in America 
h the possible exception of Sammy Davis Jr.) had taken 
y wife, thereby setting a near-record for short bachelor- 
In fact, Nevada had barely had time to get the Harry- 
gurite Belafonte divorce papers filed away before the 
slipped away to the sleepy Mexican village of Tecate 





B'E! 


to take his second wife within eight days—dancer Julia 
Robinson, a 28-year-old white New Yorker. 

The marriage, which took place on March 8, was not 
revealed until April 9. As Harry explained it: “I wanted 
to tell my children (Adrienne, 8, and Shari, 5) in my own 
way. | didn’t want them to read about my getting married in 
the newspapers.” 

A good-sized segment of the nation’s women, as represent- 
ed by the midwestern contingent, didn’t want to read about 
it either. As a night club, recording and movie star earn- 
ing in excess of a half-million dollars a year, Belafonte was 
as much the symbol of the loftiest (Continued on Page 68) 





Last picture of happy family reunion fol- Catching a plane for Reno, divorce-bound Margurite turns to say goodbye to friends as 
she is escorted up ramp by Harry. He hurried home to New York from Florida en- 
gagement for last minute talks with wife before she went to Nevada for divorce. 








lowed Harry’s throat operation last year 
when wife, daughters visited hospital. 


Happy newlyweds, Julie 
and Harry daydream of 
new life together. She says 
his needs will be more 
important than her career. 














Heaven Help We 


‘An accident,’ everybody called it when Jimmy’s car smashed into 





pieces on a bright Sunday morning. But I knew it wasn’t 


an accident. I knew what really happened 


f WAS RAINING the morning they buried Jim- 
my Payne. Slow, warm, rhythmic rain that 
washed over you with a melancholy, yet cleansing 
ffect, like the songs Jimmy used to write. It made 
u feel sort of bluesy, yet you knew it was good for 
he earth and all the green, fragrant things that spring 
om it. Jimmy’s songs were that way. They put you in 
mood, but you were glad to be in it and you felt even 
etter than before after you had heard one of them. 
The songs Jimmy sang were different from the ones he 
yrote, and that is what everybody knew Jimmy for, his singing. 
He was one of the best of the rhythm-and-blues crooners, a bobby- 
x idol and, had he lived, he would have been placed among the 
inks of the greatest, like Joe Turner, Jimmy Rushing and Fats 
W aller. 
But Jimmy died at 29 in a violent auto crash on a bright, glistening 
unday morning. His fans were shocked, and the music world jolted 
t of the smug complacency of success by the untimely death of one of 
most promising stars. 
His funeral took on the spectacular, circus air of a World Series. A 
S. Congressman delivered the eulogy at one of the biggest churches in 
rlem. The teen-age generation of the great American public began lining 
uutside the church before daybreak in order to get in. Some of them bore 
unkempt, red-eyed look of mourning. Others brought along movie magazines, 
ymped on fruit, and formed small groups and sang lusty hit songs of the day. 
»mebody began selling box lunches on the church grounds. Uniformed policemen 
iggled with the crowds, and the big black limousines moved from the church to 
graveyard under motorcycle escort. Some young girls wept, others giggled, and 
‘tographers’ flashbulbs exploded irreverently through it all. It was one big spectacle. 
lo all intents and purposes, Jimmy Payne had died a tragic, accidental death. But 
1ere were three people, among all those thousands, who knew Jimmy had been killed 


re was no inquest, no investigation, no arrest, no trial. Yet, as sure as he was 
|, Jimmy Payne had been killed. I know, I was his wife. 


\ 4 HO killed Jimmy Payne? It seems a strange question even to ask 
when you have all the pieces that so easily fit the big, fat pattern. 


my died suddenly in the auto crash, but he was killed a little 
t a time. 








For a minute, | thought Jimmy was 
going to hit me. Then he whirled 
about and walked out of the house. 





























When Jimmy and I were married at 
twenty, he was the happiest guy alive. 
He was good-looking, had a wonderful 
voice and he sang at high school and at 
parties. But most of all, he liked to write 
songs. He was truly talented in both, al- 
though he preferred one to the other. By 
the time we married, we were both out 
of school and Jimmy was already a local 
celebrity, singing a lot of his own tunes 
with bands around town. I had idolized 
him since high school. He was going 
places, I thought, and when he asked me 
to marry him, I didn’t waste any time 
saying yes or setting the date. 

It wasn’t long after we married that 
Jimmy wrote Love-Bound, a misty, wist- 
ful love song of the type Eckstine does 
so well. It was the best thing he had 
ever done, and we lost no time in put- 
ting Jimmy’s voice and lyrics on a test 
record. Jimmy’s friend, Tom Edwards, 


name singers would do the recording. 
I’m really just a songwriter, you know, 
and—” 

“Nonsense,” Ed cut in. “Do you know 
what makes a big name singer? A hit 
record. Boy, if you can turn out a hit 
record, you’re in like gangbusters. It’s 
the kids who buy the records, and half 
the kids never get a glimpse of the big 
singers. They just go for those sounds, 
man.” 

“Golly, he’s right, Jimmy,” I blurted 
in. 

“But I’d be too nervous to sing right 
out like that,” Jimmy said. 

“You’re not nervous at home,” I re- 
minded him. 

Jimmy was surprised by the idea, all 
right, but he was plenty excited about it 
too, I could tell. 

“Jimmy,” I said quickly, “nobody 
can sing Love-Bound like you! It’s your 





put the piano background in it. We 
picked a musical publishing firm at ran- 
dom from a list and mailed it out. It 
wasn’t long before we got a telephone 
call from the head of the company, Ed 
Moran. The song was wonderful, he said, 
and he wanted Jimmy to come to New 
York right away. 

So off we went, Jimmy, Tom and I, 
into the concrete forest of Manhattan. 

Ed Moran was a tall, huskily-built 
man of indeterminable age. He handled 
himself with the grace and forcefulness 
of a former athlete. His face was agree- 
able, his smile broad, and his manner 
both self-assured and assuring. Once the 
introductions and congenialities of our 
first meeting in his office were over, he 
was quick to get to the point. 

“The song is good, Jimmy,” he said, 
but better than that, your voice is sen- 
sational and the tune’s arrangement is 
sharp. I’d like for you to record the 
song on my label.” 

Jimmy was stunned. “Well, I—I 
don’t know,” he sputtered. “I sing a 
little, yes, but I hoped one of the big 


2*) 


song. You know how to put the feeling 
you want into it. Nobody else could do 
that.” 

Jimmy laughed. “Have you forgotten 
about a guy named Nat Cole?” he asked. 

“Let’s not dream, boy,” Ed said. “You 
don’t get Cole to try out the works of 
an amateur.” 

Jimmy turned to Tom, who had sat 
rather quietly until then. “How does it 
strike you?” Jimmy asked. “Think we 
can do it?” 

Tom was impressed, too. “It sounds 
like a good idea to me,” he said. 


O Jimmy recorded Love-Bound and 

the whole world began to move. It 
caught on in the East, got plugs from 
a number of radio disc jockeys, then 
was picked up on the juke boxes in the 
South and the record sales began to 
climb. Jimmy was amazed, and started 
to plunge into work on a new song lyric, 
but Ed Moran had other ideas. He dug 
up two ready-made songs for Jimmy to 
sing and pushed him into recording 
them. Neither was as good as Love- 


Bound, but they weren’t bad, and they 
sold. 

By now, Ed Moran was ready to talk 
long-term contracts. Before that, they 
had been working by a temporary agree- 
ment. Jimmy and Tom were not sure 
of themselves, not even sure they wanted 
to stay in New York. 

“T see no point in hesitating,” Ed said 
at the contract session. “This is what 
you wanted from the beginning—a start, 
a break. How many guys do you think 
break into the business the way you 
have? Why, they scuffle for years, sing- 
ing with bands on one-nighters, eating 
chili and beans in tomaine parlors and 
alternating two suits. But they don’t do 
what you did, start out with records. 
You’re on a magic carpet. Now we've 
got a ready-made public dying to see 
you in personal appearances. A couple 
of tours to let folks get a look at you, 
then back for some more records and 
you're sitting on the top. 

“That’s the point,” Jimmy said, “I’m 
not a singer. I don’t want the tours and 
the chili joints and the big stages with 
the bright lights shining in my face. I’m 
a songwriter. Singing somebody else’s 
words don’t move me. I don’t feel any 
creative juices flowing in that, no con- 
tribution to anything. I want to create, I 
want to contribute.” 

Ed laughed. Not a kindly or spon- 
taneous laugh. It was more of a cynical, 
cultivated sneer. “Contribute your voice, 
my boy,” he said. “Create a big income, 
a taste for thick steaks, good liquor and 
high-powered automobiles. Support your 
wife in a manner to which she would 
like to become accustomed.” 

Ed looked at me, and the dollar signs 
and Cadillacs and mink wraps must have 
been right there dancing in my eyes, be- 
cause Ed winked knowingly. 

“Ed’s right, Jimmy,” I said quickly. 
“Why chuck a fortune for a fancy? You 
write a hit song every few years if you’re 
lucky and you make a few thousand each 
time. But a bigtime singer! My Lord, 
Jimmy, they make thousands every 
week!” 

Jimmy squeezed my hand and 
laughed. “I didn’t know you were that 
mercenary,” he said. 

“Not mercenary,” I replied, “just a 
close student of economics.” 

“Millie is absolutely right,” Ed said. 
“You’ve got to face the economics of 
the thing.” 

So Jimmy considered the economics 
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of the thing, and signed up with Ed 
Moran. Tom agreed to be Jimmy’s ac- 
companist on a handshake. I was de- 
lirious with joy. Jimmy was consider- 
ably less than that. I didn’t know it then, 
and I don’t guess I would have really 
cared, but Jimmy died a little that day. 
It was six weeks later, when he had be- 
gun his first tour, that he discussed the 
events of that business session for the 
first time. 

“You know, Millie,” he said as he sat 
looking into his dressing room mirror, 
dabbing away the perspiration after a 
theater performance, “I don’t really care 
about all this, the bright lights, or the 
clamor—or the money.” 

“Well, you certainly should care,” | 
retorted. The hectic pace of the road 
was making me a little edgy, and I 
wasn’t as “diplomatic” as I usually tried 
to be. “I think you should care very 
much about the fame and the money be- 
cause those are the things that will bring 
us the big house and the fine clothes 
and a first-class ticket to any place in the 
world.” 

Jimmy flushed, showing a bit of 
anger. “Are those things so important, 
Millie?” he asked. “How about dignity 
and peace of mind? When I let Ed talk 
me into giving up songwriting, the thing 
I really wanted to do, for this false 
glamour, I think I lost some dignity. | 
certainly lost some peace of mind, be- 
cause being yelled at and pawed over 
just for closing my eyes and letting my 
voice quaver on a soft note doesn’t give 
me any particular thrill. In fact. I feel 
uncomfortable.” 

“All right,” I snapped, “you want to 
talk about dignity and peace of mind. 
What’s so ‘undignified’ about driving 
around in a big car? Or going to Paris 
in the spring and maybe absorbing a 
little culture? Is is ‘undignified’ to make 
a lot of money? And as for peace of 
mind, what could bring you any more 
peace of mind than earning us plenty of 
security for our old age?” 

“T think you’re over-simplifying the 
whole thing,” Jimmy said. “I don’t 
think you’re considering my feelings at 
all.” 

“No,” I told him, flatly, “I’m not con- 
sidering your feelings. What I’m con- 
sidering are the facts, which can’t be 
altered by feelings. And let me tell you 
why this is so. My dear father, may he 
rest in peace, was a man who loved dig- 
nity and peace of mind, brought about 


on his own terms. He was_a business- 
man. He was good and kind and a 
sucker. He wouldn’t take advantage of 
a competitor. No cutthroat tactics for 
him. And if people owed him money, 
well, he believed that someday they 
would pay up. When he died, he left 
just enough to pay for his funeral. He 
died with dignity and peace of mind, 
and he left mother with a thousand dol- 
lars worth of bills.” 

That ended the argument. I was sorry 
it had to be that way, because I loved 
Jimmy. But I perhaps loved money 
more. I hadn’t thought about it too 
much when I married him, but now that 
we had been given a chance to really 
strike it rich, I couldn’t think of having 
it any other way. I couldn’t forget how 
it had been to be poor. 

But now that Jimmy had been 
straightened out, there was another one 
to deal with: Tom. He began to com- 
plain about the type of songs Ed had 
started Jimmy singing. 

“Tt’s all this rhythm-and-blues stuff,” 
Tom moaned. “It isn’t any good. Oh 
sure, the kids like it now. It’s a fad. 
But Jimmy, you’ve got real talent in you, 
talent for writing and singing something 
much better than this.” 

“Look, Tom,” I said sharply, “if you 
don’t like the way things are going, why 
don’t you just do a fadeout?” 

“Millie, please,” Jimmy said quickly. 

“No,” I said. “Why should we listen 
to him bellyache? You're the one with 
the real talent. You do the singing. It 
was your words that really made the 
songs you two wrote go over back home. 
The way I see it, we can do without Tom 
very well.” 

“T guess you really can.” Tom said. 
The next day, he was gone. 

Once again I had forced my head to 
overrule my heart. It was a hard, cruel 
thing to come between Jimmy and Tom, 
but I couldn’t have anybody around giv- 
ing Jimmy the kind of talk he already 
wanted to hear. I intended to go in only 
one direction, and Tom was not headed 
that way. 


IMMY was a hit on the road. In 

Pittsburgh, Baltimore, Washington, 
Norfolk, Dallas and Houston, the kids 
went wild. The baby face, the solid voice 
and the rocking style had them prac- 
tically tearing down the rafters. Then 
we went back to New York and Jimmy 
recorded a few more songs, one of which 


turned out to become one of the hit 
rhythm-and-blues tunes of the day. We 
were in. 

Still, the money wasn’t coming in fast 
enough to suit me. Oh, there was plenty 
of it, all right, but Ed Moran was pulling 
the biggest haul right off the top. I 
didn’t know how to handle Ed. He was 
getting away with too much, but we 
needed him just the same. He was the’ 
power. He was also a king-sized crook. 
To pacify Jimmy, Ed and I had let him 
write a song lyric or two. He had sent 
them off to Tom for music, and when 
completed they were returned and 
handed over to Moran. It gave Jimmy 
his creative outlet, but it didn’t give him 
any money, because Moran had taken the 
precaution to write into Jimmy’s contract 
that he, Moran, owned anything that 
Jimmy might happen to write. Thus 
Moran was getting the lion’s share both 
ways, and there was nothing to be done 
about it. But I decided to go see Ed 
about it anyway. 

He was as calm and smiling as ever, 
even when I told him he was a crook 
who was robbing Jimmy blind. “Sure, 
I’m making money off Jimmy,” he said. 
“But don’t you think I ought to? I sort 
of discovered him, remember? I had the 
means to let him record, to put him on 
the road, to open up the right spots to 
him. Somebody had to grease the palms. 
of some of those disc jockeys, too, to 
get his music played. Who do you sup- 
pose did that? Millie, I’m just a man in 
business. I make certain investments, | 
expect certain returns. And a man who 
gambles, the way I did on Jimmy, is en- 
titled to a higher return.” 

“What about the stuff Jimmy writes,” 
I said, “why does all that belong to you? 
You don’t make any real ‘investment’ 
there, yet you get almost every cent.” 

“Merely a contractual agreement,” Ed 
said, smiling like the cat who had swal- 
lowed the canary. “That’s the way the 
contract read, and that’s the way Jimmy 
signed it.” 

Sure, Jimmy had signed it all right, 
but he certainly had never read it. I 
sat there glaring at Ed, wanting to do 
something violent, like shoot him or 
scratch his eyes out, but he was too val- 
uable. Ed Moran held the key to every- 
thing: the key to the Cadillac, the man- 
sion, the safety deposit box, the store 
where they sold the minks. He was too 
valuable. 

Finally, he (Continued on Page 70) 
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hey warned me not to marry Herbert. He was old enough to 


be my father. But I wasn’t afraid—until after the wedding 


WAS TRYING VERY HARD to enjoy our wedding reception, but I wasn’t 
making much progress. I should have been happy and gay, all dreamy-eyed 
und walking on air. But I wasn’t. I just couldn’t kite my spirits for some reason. 
Which didn’t make sense. Herbert loved me. He had a good job at the post 
office and a home all paid for. He had plenty of friends, was respected by every- 
ne who knew him. And he wasn’t bad-looking. I knew I was a lucky girl. Many 

1 scheming female had set her sights on Herb, only to fail. 1 had won him. | 

hould have been excited with victory. Yet I was feeling blue. 

| probably would have gotten over it pretty soon if I (Continued on Page 62) 
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The Tragic Life OF 
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Cuddling up with favorite doll, Ava fights loneliness in her Chicago apartment. Blues singer revealed she wanted her unusual story 
ublished to attract a husband. Says she: “I'll finance him by myself if necessary.” A sweetheart to several men at different times, 
she says she has rejected a number of proposals because she has actually loved only one man. 
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HE LATTICED steel door stolidly 

guarding a Chicago 
apartment silently invited curiosity. First 
one knock, then two and presently a 
flute-pitched voice echoed from within. 
Inches beyond the steel grating a wood- 
en door eased open and a round face, 
lipstick-smeared and floating on per- 
fume, peeked out. As if relieved, it in- 
troduced itself as Ava Bettye Brown. 
Then, fumbling with two cumbersome 
locks, she opened the grating and beck- 
oned her male visitor. 

Closing the doors, she escorted her 
guest into the living room, a kaleido- 
scope of mahogany, luxuriant drapes 
and delicately-carved figurines, then sat 
demurely on the opposite corner of a 
sofa. Almost without prompting she be- 
gan sketching her life. It was to be a 
3l-year saga around which the curtains 
of secrecy could be tightly drawn. 

Even as a “cute kid,” she said, grade 
schooling in Atlanta, she “caught hell.” 
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This is the story of Sam and Ava. It is not a tale of 


two people trying to find love. It is the sad saga of one 


person—born different—trying to find 


‘herself’ in a not-too-friendly world 


[5 DIFFERENT 


Grownups wisecracked about her. 
Schoolmates attacked her almost daily. 
It was as if she had been born with 
twelve fingers and two heads. She was 
different, misunderstood and therefore 
despised. Her mother, it seemed, was the 
only person who really loved her. In- 
deed, they were so sensitive to each 
other’s feelings that long before puberty, 
she suffered monthly cramps along with 
her mother. 

Ava paused in her recitation, reflected 
momentarily on her nostalgic past, then 
listed reasons for the unbreakable bond 
with her mother. As Ava described it, 
she was, first of all, an illegitimate child 
who often cried in her dreams for the 
father she had never seen. Waking up, 
she always found consolation in her 
mother’s arms. 

For even though they were poor, her 
mother, a maid, was determined her 
only child would be happy. It was a 
wish almost fulfilled. Ava fondly re- 
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Reading through diary, bachelorette relives highlights of her stormy iife. Born in Dublin, 
Ga., a resident of Chicago only since 1942, her efforts to adjust to big-city living are 
complicated further because of deep personal problem. She thinks operation is solution. 


membered the dolls her mother made for 
her out of coke bottles dressed with 
brightly-colored rags, and a petite play- 
house sitting dainfily in her back yard. 

But she remembered most of all, how 
three times a week her mother bathed 
her in a tin tub with laundry soap (they 
could not afford “the sweet kind’). 
Rubbed down with bacon grease to keep 
her skin soft, her long hair was brushed 
and neatly braided. Then she was often 
clothed in her mother’s made-over 
dresses and panties. Being delicate, she 
never worked strenuously around the 
house. 

It was an idyllic existence until Ava 
turned sixteen and her stepfather, a late- 
comer to the family, died of a stroke. 
Quitting school in the ninth grade, she 
bussed dishes to jack up her mother’s 
anemic, $5-a-week income. But all the 
while, said Ava, she was dreaming of a 
brighter future. So in 1942 she boarded 
a Chicago- (Continued on Page 60) 





Getting help from her mother, Mrs. Carrie 
Bell, Ava adjusts blouse. Stockily-built, she 
stands five-feet-six, weighs 135 pounds. 
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1 Some forms of 
heart disease can 

be prevented ...a 
few can be cured. 
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2 All heart cases 
can be cared for best 
if diagnosed early. 











3 Almost every 
heart condition 

can be helped by 
proper treatment. 








4 Most heart 


patients can keep on 
working—very often 
at the same job. 








or may not mean heart 
disease. Don’t guess— 

don’t worry. See your 

doctor and be sure. 
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ULY CAN BE the beginning of a fun- 
packed summer. This is the month of 
recreation (for the lucky ones). Since 
exams are behind you, the most impor- 
tant item on your agenda is fun, and 
lots of it. The pleasures of July are 
many, including a peppy Fourth of July 
party, moonlight boat rides, hikes and 
all the other exciting adventures youth 
discovers in summer. 

Summer, too, is a season to remember 
your manners, outdoor ones especially. 
Right now they’re on display and out in 
the open for all to see. The baffling ques- 
tion asked by most adults, “What makes 
teen-agers click?” will be easy to an- 
swer. 

Undoubtedly your parents know al- 
ready after surviving a rugged winter of 
bop hops and coke parties. But the un- 
suspecting neighbors are still in the dark 
as to how summer sunlight affects you, 
so beware and don’t disillusion yvur 
public. Parade courtesy and good man- 
ners gallantly, and in the long run they’ll 
pay you fat dividends. 

The rush is on for outdoor festivi- 
ties. Parks, beaches, amusement carni- 
vals and drive-in theaters will be bustling 
with the rapid flow of teens seeking an 
outlet for stored up energy. And along 
with this giddy, lightheaded freedom, a 
few standard precautions of behavior are 
in order. 

Let’s take to the beach first, and if 
yours is an inland state, then you'll have 
to make it the local swimming pool. 
Water is always fun! What you wear on 
these occasions will depend on your 
taste, the limitations of your figure and 
the condition of your sporting wardrobe. 

If you have a nice figure, you may 
flaunt any length of shorts from thigh 
high to ankle bone. However, if your 
legs and hips aren’t exactly ideal, choose 
cut and color carefully for maximum 
flattery. Big, bold stripes and patterns 
belong on tall, lean-limbed figures. If 
you’re on the short side, select fabrics 
with a dull surface and stick to solid 
colors or tiny prints. 

Fortunately, bikinis are out of fash- 
ion, and for teens they should remain 
so. When buying a swim suit, invest in 
a good one that will withstand the rigors 








Talk 






of swimming as well as the more languid 
pleasures of sun bathing. 

You and millions of others will con. 
verge on cool spots this summer with 
the spontaneous enthusiasms generated 
by growing teen-agers. Just don’t let this 
get out of hand. We all agree that a 
certain amount of rough-housing is “real 
crazy,” and if participated in with the 
right spirit can help make your outing a 
memorable event. If the fun gets too 
boisterous and rowdyism crashes in, then 
activity will have to slow down a bit be- 
fore the authoritative voice of the law 
speaks up. 

Public property is not exclusively for 
teens, but was set up for all tax paying 
citizens to appreciate and enjoy. Don’t 
monopolize it with your gang. 

If you’re picnic-bound be sure you 
pick up your refuse and put the fire out. 
Clean up so the next camper will enjoy 
the scenery as much as you did. Good 
clean fun (in more ways than one) is 
the best fun ever. 

Next we take our good manners to the 
drive-in theater, considered by many to 
be the most romantic spot in the world 
for uninhibited lovers. Don’t get a repu- 
tation for being a “push-over” at the 
drive-in. Another “don’t” is not to make 
it your own private smooching ground. 
The movie is there to see, so for gosh 
sake, look at it! 

Another place for teens to mind their 
manners when they’re beach-bound or 
just out for a spin is on the highways. 
Being courteous when you're behind 
the wheel of the family car or your own 
jalopy is more than just acknowledging 
the other fellow’s rights; it’s sometimes 
a matter of life or death. Lots of young 
drivers labor under the impression that 
the only way they can show their mas- 
tery of the art of motoring is through 
speed and taking chances. That isn’t 
it at all. The really good driver doesn’t 
speed and doesn’t take chances, and he 
reserves his energy and skill for maneu- 
vering out of danger when some halfwit 
comes flying along as if he is trying to 
find a shortcut to wings and a harp. 

Anyway, there’s lots of fun to be had 
this summer. Just remember there are 
other people trying to enjoy it too. 
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A SWEET, even disposition is part of 
the desirable woman’s charm and 
appeal. But in today’s busy world, where 
a woman is expected to be an under- 
standing mother, a superb cook and a 
glamorous companion, life does get a bit 
complicated. Influenced by petty irrita- 
tions, she sometimes feels a good old- 
fashioned temper tantrum does a lot to 
clear the air. Unfortunately, the violent 
roof-raising routine may be entertaining 
in a four-year-old but not in an adult, 
especially a member of the “gentle sex.” 
How.can you control your urge to surge? 
It’s not as hard as it sounds. 

The subject of tempers and how to keep 
them was raised recently by a puzzled 
reader. “I know it’s wrong to fuss and 
fume,” she wrote, “but when something 
or someone bothers me, I just can’t hide 
my feelings. Although I feel a little 
ashamed afterwards, I sure feel better! 
Isn’t it best to show my real self rather 
than pretend that I’m not angry?” 

There is a certain amount of relief in 
letting out pent-up emotions. But it is 
not the best way to be understood. A 
show of anger is often a sign of weak- 
ness. Many people who lack self-control 
and confidence become angry as a sort 
of self-defense. Perhaps this is because 
it’s easier to let off steam than to quietly 
discuss differences of opinions. 

Knowing why you are angry is half 
the battle. Maybe you are a victim of a 
hectic work schedule, an unhappy mar- 
riage or even a physical ailment. Under 
any one of these conditions, it is hard 
to keep a calm sense of self-control. In 
this way, a chronic anger serves as a 
danger signal for a sick or tired body. 

If pressures and tensions make you 
suspect the worst of even your best friend 
or cause you to treat every remark as a 
personal insult, something is definitely 
wrong. Stop and check your daily rou- 
tine. Your nerves may be ragged because 
you’re caught in the not-so-tender trap 





: By Audrey belle 





of too much to do and too little time to 
do it. 

Instead, try to eliminate the unimpor- 
tant, piddling duties or obligations which 
sap your strength and tax your patience 
(they’re usually unnecessary anyway), 
and make room for the luxury of leisure. 
Never be afraid to indulge in whims of 
occasional laziness. Every day should 
include at least one unplanned or 
“empty” hour in which you are free to 
leisurely follow a personal activity or 
simply daydream! This is also a valu- 
able exercise for a longer and more re- 
laxed life. 

Another tip for keeping your temper 
in check lies in the basic cause of the 
anger. Consider the source. Many ma- 
licious people might do or say things to 
purposely put you on the defensive, and 
know that by making you angry, they 
have succeeded in helping you lose self- 
control. If you really don’t value their 
opinions, violent anger is senseless waste 
of time and effort. Why give them the 
satisfaction? 

Physically, as well as emotionally, an- 
ger is a strain on the nervous system. 
Although it does produce the relief of 
self-abandonment, there is also an in- 
crease of sugar in the blood, heightened 
blood pressure and a quickened heart- 
beat. These chemical changes within the 
body often prevent your ability to rea- 
son. Later (when it’s too late) an apolo- 
gy for a too-heated temper outburst may 
put you on the defensive and seldom 
helps to justify the situation. 

For a pleasant and perkier you, try to 
analyze your feelings of anger whenever 
possible. Avoid situations which make 
you tense and liable to “snap back.” 
Walk away, if necessary, rather than take 
part in a heated discussion which does 
nothing but raise your blood pressure. 
You'll live longer and look prettier. An- 
ger, after all, is only a state of mind! 
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Abictly hor beachoombens- 


Taking your baby (or toddler) to the 
beach? A note of caution: remember, the 
reflected rays from the sand add con- 
siderably to the regular scorching power 
of the sun. So be sure baby is umbrella- 


sheltered and keep an eye on toddling ~ 


beachcombers. Baby (or toddler) should 
not be exposed directly to the blazing 
sun for more than 20 minutes without 
protection. 


Abictly. hor stay ot homes 


Baby confined to back- yard sunning? 
Hot though it may be, try to keep baby’s 
playpen away from drafty or breezy 
areas..A perspiring sun bather can get 
chilled before you realize it. 


ham agar belegaigie 


Meant for each other and for babies — 
Gerber Strained $ Sos Yolks and Ham. 

: we Now these two popu- 
§ lar grown-up foods 
are specially blended 
for small fry. The 
| texture is creamy- 
; smooth and custard- 
=~ like. The delicate, 
fresh-egg Sound is brightened with ham 
for a subtle taste surprise. Like the regu- 
lar Gerber Strained Egg Yolks, this new 
version is rich in iron and vitamin A. 


AU er listing. made easier 
#%& Baby does best with a minimum of 


duds. No-iron fabrics, for both baby and 
you, will lighten that laundry load. 





& Bric-a-brac can go into hiding. Rooms 
look cooler, need less dusting. 


x Big chores are best done, least tiring 
in the cool of the morning. 


AVmwVenr eating special, 


Somehow everybody seems to want more 
fruit in the good old summertime, and 
babies are no excep- 
tion. 9 luscious, 
juicy, Gerber 
Strained Fruits offer 
unlimited refresh- 
ment for baby. All 

are famous for ap- 
pealing color and garden-fresh flavor. 
All are pureed to a nice-on-the-tongue 
smoothness. 





Babies are our business . . . our only business! 


Gerber boby ods 


FREMONT, MICHIGAN 


5 CEREALS 





+ OVER 75 STRAINED & JUNIOR FOODS, INCLUDING MEATS 














Your Child And 
Death 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


ECENTLY, a worried mother of one 

of my five-year-old patients called 
my office. “Doctor,” she said, “Bobby’s 
grandfather passed away nearly a week 
ago but neither my husband nor I know 
how to tell him. Isn’t he too young to 
understand death?” 

Some parents do find it very difficult 
to explain death to their young children. 
But it is important for every child to 
learn how to accept the loss of a loved 
one, whether it be a grandparent, a play- 
mate or even a pet. Learning the facts 
of death as well as the facts of life, is an 
essential part of normal development. 

The age of the child is a necessary 
guide. The average four-year-old will 
be unable to understand death, no mat- 
ter how hard you try to explain it. At 
the age of five, most children will realize 
the absence of a relative but can’t under- 
stand that death is permanent. 

Be honest in answering his questions. 
Don’t confuse him with the vague ex- 
planation of “Grandpa’s visiting in 
heaven” or “the angels took him away.” 
Above all, never associate death with 
evil. Let him feel free to ask you ques- 
tions, no matter how silly they may 
seem. Answer them as simply as possi- 
ble and don’t be afraid to use the word 
“death” or “dead.” 

Don’t wait until death comes to pre- 
pare him. Although it would be foolish 
to bring up the subject of death for no 
reason, it is possible to talk about the 
changing seasons or why a plant loses 
its blossoms. At all times, emphasize 
the naturalness of life’s cycle from birth 
to death, then show him examples in 
nature. 

If a family death occurs and your 
child still refuses to accept the death, 
don’t press the point. Soon, as he reaches 
a new age and level of maturity, he will 
accept it. “Will you ever die, Mommy?” 
he might ask. “Not for a long, long 
time” is enough to answer this question, 
especially if you give him a big hug and 
a reassuring smile. Never hide your feel- 
ings but keep your emotions under con- 
trol. Let your child see and share your 
sorrow if he is able. It’s all a part of 





growing up. 
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At ce A Picnic 


UMMER TIME is family time, and when soft, balmy 
breezes blow and the hot summer sun beams down, 
nothing can please the family more than an outing. Dad 
will enjoy his day off so that he can relax and play with the 
kiddies. Whether the means of transportation is a car or 
bus, preparing a lunch and taking the ride to the country, 


beach or park, can be lots of fun. 
Today, picnics are not a problem, for there are so many 
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convenient, well-equipped baskets and carriers that simplify 
the whole procedure, and with all the easy-to-prepare foods 
available, the lunch basket can be ready in a matter of 
minutes. 

Dressing the family is also easy, as most play outfits are 
practical, easy to launder and well coordinated. To help 
plan your family outing, TAN’s Home Service Section 
brings you ideas in foods, fashions and equipment. 

























































Fashio® 
Let's GO 


CLOTHES FOR THE OCCASION 


pa PLANS are being made in millions of homes to make the family happy. It is no longer necessary to buy 
across the nation, and it is estimated that more than a_ special clothes for picnics and outings, since the designers 
billion and a half dollars is spent for outdoor living needs of playclothes are placing emphasis on coordinated outfits 
each year. It is a challenge to every mother to choose the that are pretty and practical, and can be worn for all ac- 
right clothes and foods for a wide range of age groups with _ tivities. With the addition of matching skirts and sweaters, a 
diversified interests, and she must try to arrange the type of — sleeveless blouse and shorts can be changed into a street 
outing that will make the summer gay and carefree. outfit in a matter of minutes. One good set of coordinated 

Even when it is impossible for the whole family to take a clothes can supply the need for outdoor outfits for every 
vacation, mother must plan some sort of activity for week- occasion during the entire summer, and if desired, the family 
ends and long evenings of daylight, for it is her job to try can dress alike, even to Dad’s shirt and the baby’s outfit. 


On A Picnic 
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Vother wears black sheen Bermuda shorts, cotton-striped jersey Little sister is wearing a two-piece playsuit of gold poplin with 
shirt. By Artistic Knitwear. Dad has blue denim jacket, black ruffled apron front by Sacony. Dad has a smart white embroidered 
shorts by Dan River. Shoes by Thom McAn. pattern sport shirt and black sheen shorts. By Dan River Mills. 

































Whether you’re picnicking in a back- 
yard, a park, ona beach or a boat, here 


are the right clothes for summer fun 


to buy 

esigners These leisure-time clothes are smartly styled, have lots 

1 outfits of eye-appeal, and come in a wide variety of beautiful 

"alll ac- colors and fabrics. The new fabrics are made for hard 

lane, & wear and washing, with a minimum amount of effort. 

° ene Prices, too, are within the reach of every budget. 

rdinated TAN’s selection of playclothes for the family is priced sume 
ory under ten dollars, and all have fine washing and ae* r 

P ps wearing qualities. They can be found in your favorite amt : 
s outfit. nok 


stores across the country. 
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Mother’s gay yellow cotton twill short shorts have knitted =—9® 
waistband. Matching blouse has knit trim at neckline, ae 
sleeve. By Sacony. Shoes by Bea-Mocs. Scarf by Vera. oo 
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Swing time for little sister 
in yellow cotton twill pedal 
pushers that have a knitted 
waistband, and matching 
knitted cotton blouse and 
sweater. By Sacony. 








ttle sister 
vill pedal 
a knitted 
matching 
puse and 
rcony. 





Gay scarves, stripes and bright col- 

















ors in well-coordinated outfits of 
lightweight materials combine to 
make this the coolest, brightest 
summer ever. For the budget- 


minded shopper, all outfits on these 


pages are priced below $10 





a 46 Te: Pe We A t ‘ ‘ “ 
For a backyard picnic on cool days, black “Slim Jims” 
are worn with neutral sheen jumper jacket that has 
large hip pockets. By Dan River Mills. Scarf by Vera. 













At right, mother wears kelly 
green walking shorts and 
jumper jacket with bright 
striped jersey shirt. Baby 
brother wears pale blue cuffed 
pedal pushers and matching 
shirt. Both outfits by Sacony. 
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Whether you are packing a lunch for an outing, § 
or for any occasion, why not make a cold fruit or 
vegetable soup and store it in a vacuum food jar, 

To make a delicious California spread, mix to-— 
gether | small can chunk-style tuna, I tsp. curry” 
powder, 4 cup chopped parsley, 1 small grated ~ 
onion, 2 hard-boiled chopped eggs and %4 cup 
salad dressing. Make sandwiches and fill basket 

with cookies, fruit and a cold drink in a Thermos. 


or the outdoor, backyard picnic, fill a tub with ginger ale, 
lenty of ice, orange and lemon slices, a dash of sugar and 
its of fresh mint. Serve in pretty paper cups to quench the 
hirst of the whole gang. For hearty outdoor appetites, 
rve franks and buns with relish, on gay paper plates. 
here is nothing to be washed when the party is over, and 
you will have repeat performances all summer long. 


r variety, serve “Soup On the Rocks” (beef bouillon over 
e) and grilled hamburger stuffies. To make stuffies, mix 1 
». ground beef with 1 tsp. salt, %4 tsp. pepper, 14 tsp. Ac- 
nt, 1 tsp. minced onion, 2 tbsps. heavy cream. Divide 
eat into 8 patties. To make filling, mix 1 cup packaged 
fing mix with 2 tbsps. melted butter, 3 tbsps. tomato 
ice. Spoon filling on half of patties, top with remaining 
utties to make 4 hamburgers. Grill each side until done. 





n oUuti g. 
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food jar, 
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:p. curry 
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W ITH THE DAYS fair and sunny and the breezes balmy 
and light, it is only natural for the family to plan 
picnics and outdoor outings of all kinds. America has 
caught the excitement of the great outdoors as a place for 
good food and wholesome fun. The place does not matter 
too much, just as long as it is outdoors. The purpose of a 
picnic is to relax and enjoy good food, which should be the 


type that is easy to prepare and cook outdoors. There are 
ideas galore for the picnic basket. The preparation can 
be a fan ly affair with everyone helping to make sand- 
wiches and drinks, or Mother can do her usual job after 
the family has quieted down for the night. Try new food 
ideas and make each outing an adventure. To help make 
summer interesting, TAN offers ideas to whet the appetite. 


Heavenly Hamburgers in all shapes and sizes. For basic mixture, place 1 lb. ground beef 

in mixing bowl. Sprinkle with 1 tsp. Accent, I tsp. salt, dash of pepper, 1 tsp. paprika, 1 

tsp. horseradish, 1 tsp. mustard, 2 tbsps. milk. For Frankburgers, shape meat into 4 oblong 

patties to fit frankfurter rolls. Brown quickly. Reduce heat and cook until done. For Hero 

Burgers, shape meat into a large oblong pattie to fit a small loaf of French bread. Cook 
in ungreased skillet. Serve in French bread with lettuce and tomato slices. 


Peanut butter sandwiches in various combinations, such as 
bacon, jam and piccalilli, are highly acceptable for simple 
picnic fare with no worry about their keeping qualities. 
Easy to carry and tasty, this lunch fits into many outing 
schemes. The meal, with sandwiches, baker’s cookies, 
fruit and beverage, is quick and easy to prepare and pack. 
July suggests picnics, so a menu like this is a good one 
to keep in mind. 
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Tasty frankfurters stuffed with tangy ap- 
plesauce, then wrapped in bacon and 
broiled, will be a real porch supper treat 
for the family. Serve with tomato halves 
stuffed with a vegetable salad or cheese, 
toasted rolls, a cool refreshing drink, and 
dessert made with gelatine, whipped cream 
and fresh fruit. 


For quick sandwich treats, combine fresh 
chopped fruits such as apples, pears and 
grapes with deviled ham and salad dress- 
ing. Also chopped almonds or peanuts, 
celery and green pepper added to your 
favorite ham makes a delicious spread on 
fresh bread. Serve with assorted pickles, 
and a cold drink. 


For Tasty Treat Hamburgers, split 4 hamburger buns. Place 
a slice of American cheese on bottom half of bun and place 


under broiler until cheese starts to melt. While buns are 

broiling, brown ¥% lb. ground beef and 3 thsps. chopped onion 

in skillet. Stir in 2 thsps. chili sauce, Y_ tsp. Worcestershire 

sauce, salt and pepper to taste. Spoon cooked ground beef and 

onion mixture over grilled cheese and cover with top of bun. 

Makes 4 sandwiches. These sandwiches can also be made at 
the picnic site. 


For the younger set, whether in the back yard or the picnic 
grounds, serve cold, nourishing milk and chicken salad sand- 
wiches with grated carrots, chopped eggs and celery. For a 
delicious liverwurst spread, blend together ¥% 1b. mashed 
liverwurst, 1 small grated onion, 1 tbsp. prepared mustard, 
dash of celery seed, ¥% cup chopped dill pickle, %4 cup 
mayonnaise. Spread on buttered whole wheat bread slices. 
Serve on paper plates with potato chips, assorted olives and 
pickles, and homemade cookies. 





PICNIC 
EXTRAS 


HEN the wide 

open spaces call 
and warm sunny weath- 
er pushes you out of 
the house, this is the 
time to pack up some 
of the new barbecue 
equipment, get the fam- 
ily together, and find 
the right spot for a 
real summertime treat. 
There are all sorts of 
new and _ wonderful 
gadgets that will help 
to make the job easier 
for the cook. What- 
ever spot you may 
choose, whether the 
back yard, a vacant 
lot, the park or a road- 
side table, here are a 
few ideas guaranteed 
to simplify the job so 


that everybody will Long-handled, steel chef tools have the dual convenience of keeping the fingers from 
getting burned and keeping smoke out of the eyes. Easy to hang, they have hardwood 


have a good time. handles. These handy tools sell for under $5 and are a must for any outdoor party. 


is. Place 
nd place 
buns are 
ed onion 
stershire 
beef and 
» of bun. 
made at 


For outdoor cookery at its best, is this portable bar- 
becue broiler with a spit for even cooking. Food needs 
no watching as the spit rotates as it broils. 


A new mineral charcoal makes the job of outdoor cooking easier. 
Cover the bottom of the grill with “Bar-B-Sorb”, then place 
Briquettes on top, and light. This product will provide even heat. 

49 











Morners Frienp 


The soothing, 
refreshing skin con- 
ditioner that pene- 
trates and brings 
relief to numbing, 
tingling muscles in 
back and legs... 
; ends the dis- 
comfort of 
/ tight, dry 
skin. 


At Drug Stores Everywhere. 
THE S.S.S. COMPANY, ATLANTA, GA. 








Design Smart Fashions 
LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 
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the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.” 

NATIONAL HOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 25s Chicago 14, Mi. 


GRAY HAIR STAYS 
DYED FOREVER 


WHERE DYED THE LADY LENNOX WAY 
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No Time For Love 


(Continued from Page 21) 


fact, Greta—she was a stenographer over 
there—told me straight out that she’d do 
anything to get over here to the States.” 

“But, Richard, how do you know that 
I wouldn’t try to ‘use’ you?” I asked after 
a moment. 

“Because I know you wouldn’t!” he said 
feelingly, taking my hand between his. 
“What have I got that you’d want? You’ve 
got looks, talent, everything! All I can 
offer you is myself.” 

He moved closer, pulled me towards 
him. 

“Please, Richard—” 

“TI love you, Jean. Will you marry me?” 

“Richard, I. . .” 

His arms went around me in a close 
embrace and he laid his cheek against 
mine. I closed my eyes and let myself 
enjoy the strange sweetness of the mo- 
ment. Then, with an effort, I pulled my- 
self back to reality. It wasn’t fair to lead 
him on, let his hopes rise so high. The 
quiet satisfaction I felt in his embrace 
was not love, I told myself. This was 
nothing at all like the thrilling, pulse- 
pounding sensation that the books and 
movies portrayed. So I forced myself to 
speak. 

“T don’t love you, Richard—not the way 
you'd want me to.” 

He pressed me tighter. “Just give me a 
chance to make you fall in love with me. 
darling!” he whispered fiercely. “That's 
all I ask. Please say you'll marry me!” 

My eyes moved around the room and 
focused on the TV set standing silently in 
the corner. The Big Romance—my big 
chance—Richard and me winning all that 
money—and the publicity that would 
make my career a smash success. . . 

“If you want me—yes, Richard, I'll 
marry you.” 

His lips moved along my cheek and I 
offered him my lips. But my mind was 
busy thinking, wondering, planning how 
I could get Richard to appear with me on 
The Big Romance. 

It turned out that getting Richard’s co- 
operation was the easiest part of it. 
“Whatever you want, darling, it’s all 
right with me,” he said happily when I 
brought up the subject. “I guess I’d even 
get married right in the middle of Times 
Square, if you asked me to.” 

Getting on the program was another 
matter. It took dozens of phone calls and 
several days of waiting before we could 
even get interviewed. I made certain that 
Richard wore his Army uniform, even 
though he had been discharged several 
days before, and I guess we made a good 
impression because we were picked to go 
on the show the following week. 


XACTLY three weeks after we'd be- 
come engaged, Richard and I were 


standing before the television cameras. | 
had asked Hattie to be there with us, but 
she begged off. I remember how she eyed 
me curiously when I’d told her about it. 
“You really must have done some fast 
talking to get Richard to go along with 
this crazy scheme,” she said. “What’s the 
point of it, anyway, Jean?” 

“Are you kidding? All that furniture 
and money and—” 

“And?” 

I squirmed uncomfortably under her 
searching gaze. “Isn't that enough? 
Sounds to me like a case of sour grapes,” 
I retorted. 

Hattie set her face grimly. “I don’t 
envy you one single thing, Jean,” she told 
me. “But I’ve got a funny feeling that 
you've got something up your sleeve.” 

“Oh, don’t be so suspicious!” [| 
laughed. 

“Richard’s so in love with you he can’t 
see straight. If you’re not on the level 
with him, I hope to God he never finds 
out!” she declared. 

Now, with all I’d dreamed of so near, 
I gripped Richard’s hand tightly and con- 
centrated on pleasanter things. Richard 
smiled down at me reassuringly. “Relax, 
darling,” he whispered. ‘“You’ve been in 
the spotlight before. I’m the one who 
should be having stage fright.” 

My eyes were glued to the big second 
hand that seemed to be whirling around 
the studio clock. “Oh, Richard,” I moaned, 
“suppose we lose?” 

“So what? We've still got each other. 
This isn’t a life or death matter. you 
know.” 

“But it is, Richard, it is!” 

At that moment the little red light on 
the TV camera flashed on and I knew that 
millions of people all over the country 
were watching us. The mere thought of it 
turned my knees to water. 

And then the MC was shaking hands 
with Richard and me. “Sergeant Richard 
Banner and his fiancee, Miss Jean Madi- 
son—” the MC was saying. 

For the first few minutes, I was so con- 
fused, I let Richard do all the talking. 
Then the MC asked me a question about 
myself and my _ well-rehearsed speech 
seemed to roll right off my tongue. 

“.. and I’m a singer, mostly ballads 
and blues,” I was saying in an odd voice 
that sounded nothing like my own. “I’ve 
been before lots of audiences, but nothing 
like this! . . . Do I think a woman can 
make a go of marriage and a career too? 
Yes, I do! As a matter of fact—I don’t 
know how my future husband feels about 
it—well, I plan to keep on with my sing- 
ing afterwards.” 

“As a hobby, Miss Madison, or profes- 
sionally?” the MC asked. 

I shot an anxious glance at Richard, 
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then said, “We'll settle that later. Right 
now. I’m so excited about being on this 
show I can’t think of anything else. Why, 
I don’t think I could even sing a song 
right now!” 

I held my breath as I waited for the 
reaction to my carefully planned remark. 
It came, just as I expected. The audience 
applauded and the MC asked me to sing 
the chorus of a song. It worked out just 
as I had hoped. My song went over big 
and I was positive that my performance 
would get good reviews in the columns 
the next day. 

The quiz questions, when we finally got 
to them, were ridiculously easy and Rich- 
ard and I breezed through them without 
a mistake. At the end of the half hour, 
when the announcement was made that we 
had won, I was so overjoyed that I kissed 
everybody within reach. I was so deliri- 
ously happy that I paid no attention to 
Richard’s moody silence. 

Only after it was all over, the explod- 
ing flash bulbs of the photographers, the 
applause of the audience, and the excite- 
ment, did I have a moment alone with 
Richard. A worried frown creased his 
forehead. 

“What’s the matter, darling?” I asked. 
“This is no time for a sour puss like 
that!” 

“Jean, did you mean what you said 
about not giving up singing after we’re 
married?” 

“Is that what’s got you down in the 
mouth?” I laughed. “Come on, turn on 
that million-dollar smile, baby!” 

“Did you mean it?” he persisted. 

“Oh, darling, how do I know what I 
meant?” I said, a little impatiently. I 
smiled and let my arms steal around his 
neck. “Isn’t it enough to know that, 
thanks to you, I’m the happiest girl 
alive?” 

“I’m crazy about you!” he whispered 
hoarsely. He bent his head and pressed 
his lips against mine. Caught up in the 
excitement of the occasion, I returned his 
kiss with a fervor that seemed to quiet 
all his fears and at the same time left me 
weak and trembling. But before I could 
question the shivery feeling that swept 
over me, sending the blood reeling to my 
head, some people burst into the small of- 
fice where we stood and we had to start 
posing for pictures all over again. 

Somehow we finally got away in one 
piece and made our way home. Richard 
had made me promise to marry him the 
very next day, so the next morning we 
drove down to Maryland and were mar- 
tied by a justice of the peace. We re- 
turned to New York late that same night. 
On the long ride back, I didn’t have much 
to say. A million thoughts were swimming 
through my brain and it seemed that the 
reaction of all the activity of the past 
couple of days set in and all of a sudden 
I was bone-tired. 


Richard seemed to understand this and 
did not try to break into my moody 
silence. As we neared the city, it gradual- 
ly dawned on me that now I was his wife 
and that soon I'd be sharing his bed. But 
Richard had other plans. I dozed off and 
was gently awakened outside my apart- 
ment. 

“Wake up, darling,” Richard said. 
“You’re home.” 

I sat up and glanced out of the car. 
“We're going to stay at my place?” I 
asked. 

He shook his head. “You’re going to 
stay here. I’m going to stay at my place.” 
Then, seeing my puzzled look, he ex- 
plained, “Part of my plan. You see, Jean, 
I’ve waited for you all this time, so I can 
wait until we can be together in our own 
place. The furniture we won on the show 
won't be delivered to the house I’ve got 
until the end of the week.” 

I stared at him. “You mean I won’t 
see you again until then?” 

“That’s right. I'll be busy getting my 
shop set up and you can spend the time 
letting all the agents and producers know 
that you’re not available any more.” 

“Richard—there’s something I must tell 
you.” I began hesitantly. 

“Yes, baby?” 

But I couldn’t go on. 
drained out of me at the sight of his 
honest. completely trusting face. “. . . I 
love you,” I whispered instead. 

He gave me a quick kiss and said, “Now 
beat it before I change my mind and toss 


My courage 


7 


my plan out the window! 


COULDN'T sleep that night. I knew I 

should confess to Richard that I never 
intended to give up my career, but I just 
couldn’t bring myself to shatter the dream 
he had built around me. The next morn- 
ing, I got a phone call from Mr. Ferris, 
a booking agent who told me he had seen 
me on the television show. 

“T’ve been trying to reach you before 
somebody else snatched you up,” he said. 

“T was out of town yesterday,” I ex- 
plained. “I got married.” 

“Congratulations! Here’s some more 
good news for you. A new night club is 
opening on Broadway and I think I can 
get you top billing in the show,” Mr. Fer- 
ris said. 

“T—I don’t know, Mr. Ferris,” I said. 
“You see my husband .. .” 

“He’s a lucky guy,” he cut in. “And a 
smart guy, too, from what I could tell 
over TV. He wouldn’t stand in your way.” 

“I’m not so sure. You see, he has a 
plan—” 

“A plan?” Mr. Ferris shouted. “Well, 
so have I! And it all depends on you. 
Tell you what, I'll give you a ring Friday 
and tell you how I make out on this deal.” 

Reluctantly, I agreed to try and per- 
suade Richard not to interfere. But after 
I hung up, I didn’t feel elated the way I 











Daughter 








All Ages Use This Medicated 
Cosmetic Cream For A 


LIGHTER, CLEARER 
Younger Looking Skin 


Grandmother, Mother and Daughter often look 
alike these days . . . especially when they all 
3 use Dr. FRED Palmer’s SKIN WHITENER. It’s 
a doctor’s formula, a delightful cosmetic cream 
effectively medicated to (1) actually speed up 
the lightening of darkened masses of color pig- 
ment in the skin (2) help make externally 
caused pimples and skin blemishes go away 
faster (3) soften and smooth weathered skin 
thus helping resist tiny lines and premature 
wrinkles. For the clearer, pearl-like, soft, 
younger-skin-look, get Dr. FRED Palmer’s SKIN 
WHITENER today. Contains 10% lanolin; 30¢ 
and 60¢ sizes at drug and cosmetic counters. 


DR. FRED PALMER'S 
SKIN WHITENER 


Other Fine Products By 


DR. FRED PALMER’S 


Dr. FRED Palmer's 








Skin Delight Soap................ 25¢ 
Dr. FRED Palmer’s 

Skin Delight Vanishing Cream...... 25¢ 
Dr. FRED Paimer’s 

Skin Delight Face Powder......... 25¢ 
Dr. FRED Palmer's 

Giant Size Hair Dresser....... ee 


Galenol Co., Box 264, Atlanta, Ga. 











5l 








Earn BIG MONEY 


Making Friendly Calls 








$50 to $250 in spare time 
as a welcomed and respected 
LUCKY HEART REPRESENTATIVE 


Men and women of all ages! Now you can 
earn extra Money for the things you want 
most just by making a few friendly calls a 
day. All you do is show, demonstrate and 
ell exclusive quality, nationally advertised 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics to friends, neighbors 
and relatives, people you know and like. You 
make 100% profit on most every sale of 
beautifully packaged Lucky Heart Cosmetics. 
No house-to-house selling required. 


We'll Show You How To Make Money 


We'll show you how, send you everything you 
need to get started now. You'll find your cus- 
tomers so pleased with Lucky Heart Cos- 
metics, they’ll order from you time and again. 
You'll find it’s easy to make money for every- 
thing your heart desires the glamorous but 
dignified Lucky Heart way. Decide now to 
get your start with Lucky Heart by mailing 
the coupon below. Yau’ll be richer for it. 


“IT made $60 in my first spare 
hours as a Lucky Heart 
Representative. Pretty soon, 

I had a group of regular 
customers who called me and 
gave me good size orders. Lucky 
Heart sure brought a Better Way 
of Life to me and my family.” 


Gypra Jompsow 
FREE! 


DISPLAY CASE OFFER 


Write today for Full Information and 
lucky Heart's offer of a beautiful 
Display Case . . . containing full-size 
beautifully packaged cosmetics. 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 
Dept. 2G, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS, Dept. 2G ' 
400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. ~ © 
























i i 
' I 
i ‘ . Fy 

» Yes! I want to earn big money making ; 
; friendly calls. Please rush money-making I 
; details and FREE Display Case Offer. I 
i i 
p NAME_— H 
' ADDRESS ‘ J 
(CR FONE STATE : 
t 


ee Se a ee es ee a a oe ea oll 


59 











should have. All I could think of was 
that I had not been honest with Richard 
in letting him think I was through with 
show business. I couldn’t understand it. 
This was what I had hoped and prayed 
for, this was what I had schemed for. 

The days that followed were taken up 
with preparing to move into my new home. 
Richard phoned me every night to ask 
how I was getting along and each time we 
talked he sounded so full of boyish en- 
thusiasm I didn’t have the heart to spoil 
it. But I promised myself that I would 
definitely tell him about Mr. Ferris’ deal. 
Maybe I could persuade him to let me 
take this one engagement. 

On Friday. I moved into my new home. 
It was an almost-new five-room house in 
the suburbs. Richard had said he would 
come there straight from the shop that 
night, so I cooked dinner and put some 
beer in the refrigerator to chill. Then I 
slipped into the new negligee I had bought 
for the occasion. As I gazed in the mirror 
and saw the soft curves of my form gently 


swelling under the sheer material, a 
strange excitement raced through me. 


SLDVAVUATALA RGU AAUUDUEUAL ADAG OETA ELUATE ATU EDEAD EEA 
What happens when a young girl defies the 
rules of propriety in a fit of angry pride? 


Read SECRET DATE in the 
August issue of TAN 





STU 


Soon I would be standing before Richard 
like this, and then .. . 

I fixed myself a drink and went into 
the living room to wait for him. I sat 
quietly, but the feeling of eager ex- 
pectancy did not leave. I found myself 
wondering how he would kiss me, what it 
would be like to be in his arms, as his 
wife. 

I was crudely brought back to reality 
by a frantic phone call from Hattie. 
“Well, girl,” she said solemnly, “you sure 
tore it this time!” 

“Hattie!” I shouted into the phone. 
“You’re the first person to telephone me 
here. I want to tell you- 

“You let me tell you something!” she 
cut in. “Is Richard there?” 

“Why, no. Is—is something wrong?” 

“If there isn’t, there soon will be!” she 
said ominously. 

“Will you please tell me what you’re 
raving about?” I demanded. 

“Have you seen the paper today?” 

“No. I’ve been too busy.” 

“Well. there’s a big story about you 
heading the show at the Mambo Club. 
There’s a picture of you and Richard and 
all about that contest you won.” 

“No!” 

“Yes! Richard saw it and blew his top. 
He came by here looking like he was 
ready to whip heads from now till times 
get better.” 

“What am I going to do, Hattie?” I 
wailed. “What am I going to do?” 


“Don’t ask me. You should have 


thought of that before you made a fool of 
him,” she scolded. 

“But I didn’t make a fool of him! [| 
didn’t mean to, even if it looks that way.” 

“That’s exactly how it looks,” Hattie 
said, “and all I can say is, ne better for 
you!” 

The phone clicked in my ear, and al- 
most the same instant I heard the front 
door pushed in with a bang. “Richard?” 
I called fearfully. 

“Yeah, baby, it’s me!” he answered in 
a thick, slurred voice. Then I saw that 
he had been drinking. His eyes were nar- 
row slits and his mouth was twisted into 
an evil leer. 

“There’s my sweet, innocent little 
wife!” he said, moving towards me. “And 
she’s smart. too! Smart enough to play 
me for a sucker!” 

He thrust out a hand and grabbed my 
wrist. I tried to jerk loose. “Den’t wor- 
ry. I'm not going to hurt you,” he said 
with a hard, bitter laugh. “I just want to 
get a good look at you. At least those 
girls in Germany were honest enough to 
tell me what they wanted with me, but 





you—you let me think you were going to 
level with me, and all the time you just 
wanted to use me as part of a publicity 
stunt!” 

“Please, darling! Let me explain .. . 

“Save your breath, baby! Yeu’ll need 
it for singing!” 

I was almost overcome with guilt and 
shame and I fell against him, weeping 
bitterly. I felt him stiffen and suddenly 
his arms crushed around me. His breath 
was coming in deep gasps and his eyes 
blazed into mine. 


” 


“Richard!” I cried in alarm. “What— 
what are you going to do?” 
But he didn’t answer me. His lips 


bruised against mine in a passionate kiss 
and I struggled vainly against his intimate 
embrace. His hands caressed me roughly 
and I felt a wild, frightening sensation 
course through my body. In spite of my- 
self, I was returning his kisses eagerly, 
desperately. 

I felt his hands tearing at the filmy 
gown I wore and I went limp in his arms. 
Vaguely. I felt myself being lifted, car- 
ried a short distance, and then I was en- 
gulfed by a white hot wave of emotion 
that swept me far out into a sea of pas- 
sion... 


Te NEXT MORNING I awoke as if 
stepping into another world. I was 
lost in a delicious, dreamy sensation. 
Gradually, I remembered. I sat up quick- 
ly and looked around. Richard was no- 
where in sight. Hurriedly, I get out of 
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bed and went into the kitchen. 
“Richard!” I called, but the house was 
quiet. Then I saw it. The note was lay- 
ing on the dining room table. With 
trembling hands, I picked it up. It read: 


Jean, I guess you’ve got what you 
want now, so there’s no point in hang- 
ing around. The house, furniture and 
everything else is yours. As for last 
night, let’s just say that it evens the 
score .. 


Richard 


“No, darling—no!” I cried. and a hor- 
rible emptiness settled in my heart as I 
crushed my tear-stained face in the fare- 
well note. 

I had to do something to forget the love 
that had been awakened in my heart. so I 
let Mr. Ferris talk me into signing for the 
Mambo Club show. I went through re- 
hearsals like a robot, moving when the 
producer told me to and singing when he 
gave the signal. But my heart wasn’t in 
it and my voice was a sad echo of what 
it had once been. Finally. realizing it was 
no use. I cancelled my contract and went 
home to brood. 

And there in the empty. silent house I 
learned the bitter lesson of heartbreak a 
hundred times over. I had taken 
thing as good and clean as Richard’s love 


some- 


and used it for my own selfish purpose. I 
had callously used it as a stepping stone 
and had lost everything. A career, my 
name in lights, the cheers of an audience, 
all of it had turned to dust. Nothing mat- 
tered except that I was in love with my 
husband—and would never see him again. 

I don’t know how long I moped around 
the house. It seemed it was ages before 
that night when I heard a knock on the 
door and my heart skipped a beat. Could 
mee... 2 

It was! 
gently and holding his arms out to me 
when I swung open the door. 

“Darling!” I cried happily. I clung to 
him and buried my face in his broad 
chest. 

“I couldn’t stay away, baby,” he said 
into my ear. “I tried to tell myself I 
hated you for what you did, but all the 
time I knew I'd always love you.” 

“You came back, you came back!” I 
murmured over and over. 

“T had to,” he said. “and if you want 
to keep on singing, I'll be right there at 
a ringside table to watch you.” 

I gazed happily up into his face, blink- 
ing away the tears that blurred my eyes. 
“Tll keep on singing, darling,” I said, 
“but just for you. You’re all the au- 
dience I need!” 

And as he kissed me tenderly and we 
walked into the house, I realized at last 
that when you sing for joy, not money, 


Richard stood there, smiling 


the heart sings too. 


THE END 
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J. Shampoo hair thor- 
oughly. As it dries, mix 
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as directed. 
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Wicked Widow 


(Continued from Page 22) 


when I needed love and tenderness more— 
a time when ugliness and violence changed 
a warm, happy family life into a period of 
horror and insecurity. 

Grace and Arthur and I were such a 
happy family. Grace and Arthur were my 
mother and father. Since I’d been a small 
child they’d taught me to call them by their 
first names. They were so awfully young 
when I was born. They were so awfully 
eager to have me grow up with them that it 
was almost like growing up with a loving 
sister and brother. 

My parents loved each other dearly and 
I was the center of their mutual deep affec- 
tion. There was only one shadow which 
fell across the serenity of our home. It was 
a long and dark shadow and constantly re- 
curring. Arthur was what you might call 
a Saturday night alcoholic. Monday 
through Friday he worked conscientiously 
at his job in a Gary, Indiana, steel mill. 
Just as religiously as he went to work every- 
day, just as constantly as he came home 
promptly every weekday night, that re- 
ligiously and constantly he became roaring 
drunk every Saturday night. Alcohol trans- 
formed Arthur into a frightening, differ- 
ent personality. He became a braggart, a 
bully. bursting into the house at all hours, 
demanding supper, picking quarrels with 
Grace and shouting all sorts of accusations. 
Arthur didn’t drink heavily. He just 
couldn’t drink. A couple of stiff ones set 
him off. Three shots made him a maniac. 

There was one good point to his weak- 

ess. Because he couldn’t drink much. he 
pent very little money on his habit. He 
never failed to bring the bulk of his pay- 
check home. That meant we didn’t suffer 
economically except that we were constant- 
ly moving out of the buildings of irate land- 
lords where tenants got sick of the weekly 
umpus Arthur stirred up. We were gyp- 
ies of the city. always shifting back and 
forth within the narrow confines of neigh- 
borhoods where Negroes of moderate cir- 
cumstances could live. 

In spite of the Saturday night upheavals, 
we were a happy. loving family most of 
the time. When I was very small I used 
to get terried when I heard Grace and 
\rthur arguing. AsI grew older, the Satur- 
day night brawls became a part of my way 
of life, fitted into a rhythm which I ac- 
cepted as a matter of course. Although he 
made loud threats and pretended he was 
roing to whip my mother within an inch 
f her life, Arthur never touched her. The 
next day, he would sleep late and wake 
ip humble and contrite about the whole 
hing. going out of his way to be nice to 


both of us. 

Ironically, the tragedy which blighted 
our household happened as the climax of 
one of the happiest days of our lives. It 
4 


was the night of my sixteenth birthday. 
Ever since I’d been a small tot. Arthur had 
promised that when I was sixteen he was 
going to buy me a grown-up evening gown 
and take me out dancing. 

Sure enough, the night before my birth- 
day, Grace and Arthur produced some 
packages which Arthur had been sneaking 
into the house and hiding away from my 
curious eyes. Tears of pure joy ran down 
my cheeks as I opened the boxes and lifted 
out a dream of a blue evening gown. ex- 
quisite high-heeled shoes, tiny jewelled 
pocketbook, just everything to go with the 
gown. The following night—a Friday and 
my birthday—my parents were taking me 
to my first formal dance. I’d been to dances 
and parties with boys. but never a formal 
affair. With my beloved daddy escorting 
me and Grace decked out in a gown almost 
as lovely as mine, I couldn’t have been 
happier. Arthur was splendid in a rented 
tux. 

We taxied all the way into Chicago and 
arrived at a South Side ballroom. There 
were hundreds of _ beautifully-dressed 
people. dancing under swirling lights and 
sitting at tables, drinking and talking. The 
dance was sponsored by a club of women 
who had been girlhood friends of Grace’s. 
I met so many friendly people and was 
flattered outrageously. Some of the people 
said I was “pretty” and “charming” and 
the “image of your mother.” There were 
any number of nice youngsters there. I 
danced with about ten different boys. Of 
course, I danced with Arthur first. 

About an hour after we arrived. I was in- 
troduced to Ernest Johnson. the son of one 
of Grace’s good friends way back from 
the days when my mother lived in Chicago. 
I was impressed immediately by this good- 
looking. slim. serious boy. I was happy to 
notice that the interest was mutual. Ernest 
and IT danced with each other five times 
straight. He was a year older than me and 
had just graduated from high school. He 
wanted to become a disk jockey. From 
the way he talked about it. I knew he would 
realize his ambition some day. 

I had met boys before who were as at- 
tractive as Ernest. but never anyone who 
combined his appealing appearance and 
the sweet. grave way he had. Most of the 
kids I knew who took life seriously were 
awful bores. Ernest made me feel that he 
regarded me as a very old friend. someone 
to be trusted with his most precious ideas. 
Yet. he also made me feel that he was in- 
terested in me as a girl. I was having a 
wonderful time with him and didn’t dream 
that serious trouble was in store. 

The first inkling I had of something 
wrong was when Ernest and I noticed that a 
crowd had gathered at the table where 
Grace and Arthur were. As we hurried 


back to the table, I saw, with horror, that 
Arthur and another man were fighting and 
that some of the men were trying to sep- 
arate them. I learned later that Michael 
Browning, the man my father was fighting 
with, was an old boyhood sweetheart of 
rrace’s. He was a handsome fellow and 
had been delighted when he caught sight of 
Grace. Being a little high, he had lingered 
too long at the table and made flattering re- 
marks to which Arthur had taken excep- 
tion. Arthur, himself, had taken just 
enough liquor to become his uglier self. 
Sensing Arthur’s bad mood, Grace had 
begged Michael to go away. She was unable 
to get him to do so before Arthur complete- 
ly lost his temper and swung at the man. 
The first blow didn’t land but Michael had 
struck back. Grace was crying with hu- 
miliation as some of the club members’ hus- 
bands tried to break up the fight. 

When it was all quieted down, there was 
nothing for us to do but make an awkward 
exit. I was filled with shame and could 
hardly look Ernest in the eye after what 
had happened. He was so sympathetic and 
understanding about it. 

“Don’t worry, Daisy,” he said, squeezing 
my hand. “Anybody can get into a fight. 
It’s no disgrace. If you were my girl and 
some wise guy got fresh with yeu, I guess 
I'd do the same. I hate to see you leave. 
I—I thought I might get a chance to take 
you home. Anyway, how about the address 
and phone number? Maybe you'll let me 
take you to the show some night soon.” 

I scribbled the name and address. I 
hoped Ernest wasn’t just being polite. I 
hoped he wouldn’t hold it against me that 
Arthur had made a fool out ef himself in 
front of all those people. 

The trip home was miserable. Grace sat 
off in the corner of the cab and refused to 
talk to Arthur who was apologizing in the 
most pitiful way for spoiling my birthday 
celebration and embarrassing Grace and 
me. I was relieved when the cab pulled 
up in front of our door. 


WENT TO SLEEP almost as soon as 

my head hit the pillow. I heard drowsily 
Arthur’s voice. He was still begging 
Grace’s forgiveness. Everything seemed to 
have settled down to normal the next day. 
Everyone got up late for a noontime break- 
fast. My mother and father had made up 
and were really sweet to each ether. No 
one mentioned the trouble of the night be- 
fore. 

Everything was great now. If only Ernest 
hadn’t been pretending when he showed so 
much interest in me and premised to call 
me some time. 

Just before dinner. the phone rang. and 
with a delight which was almost embarras- 
sing. I recognized Ernest’s voice. 

“Please forgive me for rushing matters.” 
he told me. “I can’t get you off my mind 
and I was wondering if you’d let me take 
you to the movies tonight. That is, if you 
don’t have a date.” 
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If I had a date, I would have broken it. 
Ernest couldn’t have been any more anx- 
jous to see me than I was to see him again. 
I asked Grace if I could go out with him. 
She seemed delighted to give me permis- 
sion. She and Arthur were going to a 
neighborhood movie. 

Ernest called for me at eight. We sat 
around and chatted with Grace and Arthur 
for a few minutes, then we left for the 
movie. After the show, Ernest suggested 
we drop in on a party which was being 
given by a friend who had come home from 
Howard University for the summer. I was 
reluctant at first, since I hadn’t told my 
folks I’d be in late. Finally, I agreed. The 
party was wonderful. I loved dancing with 


Ernest. We seemed to be such natural 
dancing partners. It also seemed very 
natural when we disappeared into the 


kitchen and Ernest took me in his arms 
and kissed me. It was a respectable kind 
of kiss but it had its emotion-generating 
value too. 

“T’ve liked girls before,” Ernest told me 
with a sweet kind of seriousness. “But 
you're it, Daisy. I’ve never flipped over a 
girl like I flip over you.” 

Grace had taught me to be level-headed 
in such situations, not to leap into romances 
with boys but to take my time and make 
sure. I knew what I was doing. But I 
couldn’t be cautious with Ernest. I was 
just so overwhelmed with the way I felt 
about him. Overnight or not. I was in love 
with this wonderful boy. I told him frankly 
that I “flipped” over him too. Then we 
kissed some more. We kissed so much more 
that we suddenly realized we’d better stop. 
It was getting warm in the kitchen and not 
from the radiators. Besides, it was aw- 
fully late, later than I’d ever stayed out 
without permission. 

A taxi let us out in front of my house. 
Ernest took me upstairs to our apartment. 
We were just about to kiss each other good- 
night after making a date for the follow- 
ing weekend, when I heard voices inside 
our apartment and noticed that the door 
wasn’t even latched. There were more 
voices than just two. With amazement, 
Ernest recognized the voice of his father. 

With mounting curiosity, we went into 
the apartment. All the lights were on in 
every room. In the kitchen a group of 
neighbors were sitting around. Ernest’s 
mother and father were there. Grace and 
Arthur were nowhere in sight. Instinctively, 
I knew something terrible had happened. 

“Where are they?” I demanded. “My 
mom and dad?” 

The nosy old lady who lived on the top 
floor was the first one to speak. Everyone 
else looked helpless. 

“Your dad’s in jail, honey,” she blurted 
out. “Your mother’s in the hospital.” 

I didn’t hear anything else. As I fainted, 
I felt Ernest’s strong arms around me. 

The next day I awoke, frightened and 
panicky. I was in a strange bedroom. 
Ernest’s mother was sitting by the bed. 














"The finest,” says Rosetta Perry 


Extra Soft 


Natural Leahey 
STRAIGHT 
HAIR 









“Tops with me,” says Louis Jordan 


Now every package of Perma-Strate Cream Hair Straightener contains 
Perma-Strate Hair-Conditioning Shampoo to perfectly prepare and condi- 
tion your hair for fool-proof straightening. And at no extra cost! Your new 
Perma-Strate Kit gives you the softest, most natural-looking straight hair 
ever. THERE IS NO BURN, NO REDNESS, NO SCALP IRRITATION. One 
gentle, creamy application of Perma-Strate keeps hair really straight, and 


easy-to-manage for 3 months and longer . 


. . lets you dress, comb, or wave 


your hair in any style. So don’t accept half-way results with hot combs, 
irons, harsh lye straighteners or unsatisfactory creams that try to imitate 
Perma-Strate. Be sure you use the one and only, genuine Perma-Strate— 
the original and world’s largest selling cold permanent, cream straightener! 


Only $2 plus tax for Complete Kit! At Druggists 














CREAM 





HAIR STRAIGHTENER 


If druggist can’t supply, write 
Perma-Strate, Dept. T, 271 Vance, Memphis, Tenn. 





Also use Perma-Strate Hair Sheen ... The hair conditioner. Ideal 
for dull, dry, brittle, breaking, and splitting hair. Only 89c plus tax. 


© 1957, Perma-Strate Co. 











Whom God hath joined together ... 


THE MISCEGENISTS 


Elaine Neil’s own intimate story of her interracial 
marriage. Persecuted almost beyond human endurance 


by New York police, she and her Negro husband Carl 
share their heartwarming experiences with you. 
tllustrated—SAVE 75¢ 
Special pre-publication price $3.75, postpaid 
FRIDTJOF-KARLA BOOKS 


Old Moon Road, Rt. 1, Box 188, Michigan City, Ind. 


: R 
fe HOTO Cromer 











EASY TO LEARN. Supplement present income by doing 


778 6 
. this profitable creative home work for studios, stores, and 


™~, ——. others. Ful! or part time. Fascinating hobby or 

7 = vocation. Old established school. Low tuition. Easy 

as payments. Write today for FREE BOOKLET. 
r It tells all about getting started. No obligation. 
NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 

8. 


» 3S Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3238, Chicago 14. 
PTV g 12 WEEKS AT HOME LEARN 
QIG THE FASCINATING DUTIES OF A 


PRACTICAL NURSE 


No high school needed to Graduate with 
Diploma. Profession pays up to $300 a month. 
Steady, pleasant work in good times or bad. 
Ages 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
lowest-fee course. Average lesson only $1.74. 
F ie E booklet gives all facts. Send 
Ai L nameon postcard today! ____— TS 
The Lincoin School of Practical Nursing 
| 805 Larrabee St.,Dept. T-7, LosAngeles46, Calif. 
| Rush 16-page FREE booklet *‘ Careers in Nursing’’. 















| NAME 








H ADDRESS. 












SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 
ENGAGEMENT and WEDDING RINGS 
4, Only $4 per set 


of 2 rings 


You'll love these rings—the simulated 
diamonds look like a 


a, 
ai! ',, 








aX SI 





me) for refund. or 1 
— effect or sterling silver mount- 
zs 


ngs. HAREM CO. 
30 Church St., Dept. A-223,New York 7, N. Y. 


Both Rings for $1 











ce | DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
. ak the Drinking Cycle 
QUICKLY...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “cure,” but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
trom liquor. May be taken in SECRET. A few drops of 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from work or 
social duties. One happy ALCOREM user _ writes: 
**PLEASE SEND ME MORE WONDERFUL 
ALCOREM AT ONCE FOR A FRIEND WHOIS A 
HEAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK. We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
Pay postman $6.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
70c in C.O.D. and postage, send $6.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. K-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILA. 
99 

















° 


“Just take it easy. darling.” she told me. 
“You’re at our house. Everything’s going 
to be all right.” 

Staring at her like I was out of my mind, 

1y thoughts raced back to the events which 
had led up to my period of unconscious- 
1ess, Questions crowded to my _ lips. 
Ernest’s mother looked troubled. The door 
ypened and Ernest walked in. He came to 
the bed. knelt beside me and began talking 
vith calm reassurance. 

[ don’t think anyone but Ernest could 
have broken the terrible news to me with 
the gentleness which helped to absorb the 
hock. After he and I had left to go to the 
movies. Arthur had gone to the store to get 

couple of things needed for the house. He 

as to return immediately so he and Grace 
ould go to the Instead. he had 
topped by his favorite tavern, intending to 
have just one drink. The one drink had 
et him off to a drinking session which 


show. 


lasted for a couple of hours. 

As fate would have it. Michael, mother’s 
old friend. had come by the house, having 
learned our address from mutual friends. 
\ichael’s intentions were the best in the 
world. He’d wanted to apologize to Arthur 
ind Grace for the events of the night be- 
Mother, at first terrified because 
Viichael had come. began talking with him 
ind suddenly, had been overcome by the 
burden of all her sorrows and the fact that 
Arthur hadn’t kept his promise to return 
home and take her out. She had begun cry- 
ing and Michael innocently moved closer 


tore. 


to her to comfort her. 

At this unfortunate moment. Arthur had 
tormed in the door. Blinded with amaze- 
ment at Michael’s pre ence and egged on 
by his drunken state. he had lunged at 
Michael. In the struggle which followed, 
Grace, trying to separate the two men, had 
been seriously hurt, falling and banging 
her head brutally. 

Ernest told me the truth about it all but 
he soothed me with remonstrances that my 
mother wasn’t as seriously hurt as she could 
have been and that my father and Michael, 
both 

It was heartbreaking. those days which 
followed. When I was able to visit Grace in 
the hospital. she seemed to be doing well 
physically. but she broke down in tears and 

ld me she couldn’t live with Arthur any 
Her love seemed to have turned to 
loathing. Released from jail, Arthur had 

ome to see her and put on the penitent 
act again. This time Grace had refused to 
listen. Her mind was made up. She was 
going to get a sleep-in job. Temporarily, I 
was to live with Ernest’s family. Grace 
planned when she “got on her feet” that 
we would get a small place together. 

Although I loved Arthur, my deepest 
ympathies were with my mother. Some- 
how, however, I had a dread of living with 
either one or both of them again. The un- 
happiness which had disrupted our never 


in jail, were being bailed out. 


more. 
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serene family life had shattered me more 
than they’d ever know. 


HE NEXT two years were an ideal 

phase in my life. Ernest’s parents ac- 
cepted me as if I belonged to them and the 
love which had sprouted between Ernest 
and me that first night at the dance in- 
creased and deepened. We became in- 
separable and indispensable to each other. 
Grace and Arthur visited occasionally— 
Arthur when he was respectably sober, and 
Grace when she had some time off from her 
maid’s job in Chicago. I could tell that both 
of them were concerned about the propriety 
of my living in the home of a boy I was so 
obviously mad about. but they accepted 
this as the price they had to pay for their 
failure. There were hints, now and then. of 
their trying to make up. but I knew that I 
would do anything rather than try it again 
with them. Besides. living under the same 
roof with Ernest was all I wanted out of 
life. 

Our sharing the same roof did have its 
drawbacks. [ll admit. Ernest’s parents 
weren't the snooping, sneaky suspicious 
type. They trusted us together and I sup- 
pose that was the only reason why we 
never violated their confidence by allowing 
our intimacy to become extreme. I had had 
the experience of being aroused by boys be- 
fore but I’d never yearned to give myself 
utterly as I longed to belong completely to 
Ernest. As the days went by, it became 
more and more unbearable to be held in his 
arms. to be kissed and caressed and to 
have to fight back the surge of emotion 
which he awoke in me. 

It was this emotional conflict which drove 
us to marriage much before we—or our 
parents—had planned. 

Things came to a head one summer eve- 
ning when Ernest's folks were out visiting 
friends. We were stretched on the living 
room floor. lying on our stomachs, looking 
up at the television screen on which a pas- 
sionate love scene was being acted out. 

“Humph.” Ernest said suddenly. 
those two. They’re just like us. They go 
through all those crazy motions and can’t 
go any further.” 

A tiny imp possessed me. 

“They can’t because someone’s looking, 
dear,” I murmured. “Nobody’s looking at 


“See 


” 


us. 

Ernest stared at me. Slowly, he reached 
out and brought me around into the curve 
of his arm. We kissed the most outrageous- 
ly frank kiss we'd allowed ourselves yet. 
We were being brought closer and closer 
together. seemingly without effort. The 
lovely waves of music from the television 
seemed to wrap us up together. I pulled 
his face back down to mine, pressed my 
lips to his and released all the desire and 
yearning which had been swirling inside 
of me for months. 

“Nobody’s looking at us, baby,” I whis- 
pered. 

It wasn’t a statement or a hint. It was 


a plea. Another minute and we would have 
been—but then the telephone rang. We 
didn’t answer, but the spell was broken. 

Later that night, we talked with deadly 
seriousness. Something had to be done. We 
had intended to hold off our marriage until 
Arthur’s first job in radio came through. 
He had been promised an opportunity, 
assisting an established disk jockey who 
was a veteran at the business and who had 
more air time than he could handle. 

We decided that we wanted te get mar- 
ried immediately. Ernest thought that, if 
he put the pressure on, he could get the 
disk jockey to put him to work right away. 
There wouldn’t be much money. He’d be 
starting off working a few hours late at 
night. 

“Ill get a full-time day job and stick it 
out until I can prove myself in radio,” 
he told me. 

There was opposition from Ernest’s folks 
and Grace and Arthur but we all com- 
promised, Ernest’s folks and mine agreeing 
provided we remained with his people for 
the first couple of years. This, they figured, 
would lighten the burden. 

The wedding was strictly a family affair. 
I knew, as our family pastor prenounced 
us man and wife, that all my troubles were 
behind me. Ernest’s mother had given us 
her own bedroom, a large, pretty room with 
connecting bath. Since we get along so 
beautifully, I knew we wouldn’t have the 
petty problems which- mothers-in-law and 
brides usually have in the kitchen, house- 
keeping and whatever else. 

Ernest’s persuasion won out with the disk 
jockey who put him on the “swing” shift 
of his show, trying him out first fer a half- 
hour. then giving him a full hour te broad- 
cast. I was so proud to go to the studio with 
him the first few nights and watch him gain 
confidence and joy in the job he’d so longed 
for. In the day Ernest worked as a clerk in 
the will-call department of a large men’s 
shop. Alone in our lovely room, we could 
give full rein to the passionate physical at- 
traction we shared for each other. Ernest 
was a strong, tender lover. In his arms I 
knew a deeply satisfying peace, pleasure 
and excitement. 

There was but one anxiety te mar our 
content. Ernest, as much as he loved his 
parents, was dissatisfied with the idea of 
our living in their home. Consistently, he 
questioned me, trying to make sure that 
there were no small misunderstandings or 
personality clashes between my mother-in- 
law and me. 

“Tt never works out,” he’d tell me wor- 
riedly. “No matter how good it seems, it 
never works out for newlyweds te live with 





in-laws.” 

That was why he began driving himself 
so hard. At every opportunity, he would 
do overtime work at the store. He plunged 
deeper and deeper into his radio work, 
spending long hours after he came home 
from the day job, working with a tape re- 
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cording, perfecting his style and delivery. 
Those were hours when he should have 
been getting some rest. Then he got the 
idea that by getting in on the sales end of 
his disk jockey boss’ work, he could better 
himself more rapidly. 

“I’ve got to get a car,” he told me wor- 
riedly. “With a little old second hand run- 
about, I can visit people. sell some time. 
That way. I’ll become indispensable and be 
able to quit this day job quicker.” 

I was leery of the idea but Ernest’s mind 
was made up. He took a hundred dollars 
out of our small savings account and picked 
up a noisy but dependable “junk heap,” as 
he called it. After that. he was hardly ever 
home. It was up early in the morning, off to 
the store. a quick supper when he returned 
home. Then he was off seeing prospects, 
sometimes finishing up in time to snatch 
an hour or two of sleep before going to the 
station to do his broadcast. He was getting 
results. He had hooked the interest—if not 
the accounts yet-—of a few local business- 
men. But the strain was telling on him. 
Ernest’s mouth twitched with nervousness. 
His eyes had lost that clear luster I’d loved 
so well. He was tired clean through all the 
time. I kept pleading with him to get some 
sleep. I didn’t tell him that I had a selfish 
motive as well as an interest in his health. 
I didn’t confess that his heavy schedule was 
taking its toll on me because he had 
much less time to hold me in his arms 
nights, to make love to me. In his intensity 
to get ahead fast, Ernest had begun to for- 
get the rituals of love so vital to young 
marrieds. I was torn between the certainty 
that I should put my foot down to save our 
marriage and Ernest’s health and the feel- 
ing that I was being selfish, not appreciat- 
ing the way my man was knocking himself 
out to become successful for my sake. May- 
be, if I had exercised common sense and 
taken a stand, the terrible thing wouldn’t 
have happened. 


UNNY IT should have happened Hal- 

loween night—the night of goblins and 
broom-borne witches. On Halloween night 
I got an urgent call from the radio station. 
It was almost show time and Ernest hadn’t 
appeared. The studio was frantic. They 
told me to have my husband contact them 
immediately if I heard from him. I was 
sure that he had been delayed a few min- 
utes and would get in late. I switched on 
the program, lying in my bed. I heard the 
show go on—on tape—an old show being 
repeated. Then I began to worry. An 
agonizing half-hour later, the front door- 
bell rang. Ernest’s father made it to the 
door before me. It was a good thing he did. 
Standing at the back of the hallway as my 
father-in-law opened the door, I gasped 
with sharp, sudden fear as I saw the tall 
policeman standing framed in the doorway. 
I caught the words “terrible accident .. . 
city morgue.” Then I fainted dead away. 

I don’t like to dwell on that nightmare 


of my life long. To make a tragic story 
short. Ernest had gone to sleep at the 
wheel. He’d been coming in from Chicago 
where he’d visited a prospective client. His 
car had swerved out of its lane on the Outer 
Drive. He had been killed instantly. The 
world of reality crashed around me, and 
I floated up into a new one of fantasy. In 
that unreal atmosphere. I believed nothing. 
I didn’t believe Ernest was gone. I didn’t 
believe that, after nine lovely months as his 
wife, I was a young widow. I didn’t believe 
that sympathizing friends were streaming 
into the house. that Grace and Arthur were 
together at my bed trying to comfort me. 
I believed nothing until the funeral was 
held. the beloved body lay in a coffin a few 
feet in front of me, the silver casket was 
lowered into the ground. The minister, 
standing at the edge of the deep pit into 
which the casket was sinking, was reading 
from his Bible. 
“The Lord giveth and the Lord. 

I heard the words. I landed suddenly back 
in the world of reality as I saw the big box 
sinking—the box with Ernest 
tomb of my 


sinking, 
buried in it—the casket. 
dreams, grave of my love. 

“Ernest,” I shrieked. “Ernest.” 

Arthur’s arm was firmly about me. 

“The Lord. . . .” the minister was say- 
ing. 

A whirlwind eddied in my brain. An in- 
sane fury rose up inside of me. My hands 
clenched. I broke from Arthur’s embrace 
and walked slowly toward the minister, my 
eyes blazing: 

“Liar! Liar!” I shouted. “Stop lying 
about God. Your God took my Ernest from 
me. Liar! Liar!” 

I blacked out. 

When I came back to the land of reality, 
I came back only halfway. For days, under 
the anxious eyes of my parents, my in-laws 
and the doctor, I raved and ranted feverish- 
ly. After a week, I was considered well 
enough to be up and around. I wanted to 
create the impression that I was feeling 
fine, that my fit of grief was over. I had to 
create that impression in order to carry out 
a plan which had formulated in my sorrow- 
crazed mind. My plan was to disappear 
from all the familiar surroundings, from all 
the people who were so lovingly sympathet- 
ic. I couldn’t stand another week, walking 
around a shell of a human being in the 
atmosphere where happiness had been poi- 
soned by God. That was the way I looked 
at it. If there was a God, I figured, He 
must be a cruel, mean Being. All my life 
He had visited evil upon me; a home 
marred by quarreling, parents who sepa- 
rated, a husband who virtually comitted 
suicide trying to do wonderful things for 
me. And what had I done to deserve such 
foul treatment out of life? Nothing but ac- 
cept blindly the teachings of my parents 
that a just, kind, loving God existed. If 
God was so good—the God Arthur and 
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Grace wanted me to believe in—why had 
He cursed their marriage? 

I wasn’t hysterically ill in mind as I 
had been at the cemetery when I had 
houted my defiant challenge in the face 
of the minister. But I was still heartsick 
and bitter. and determined to leave every- 
thing that reminded me of my family and 
Ernest. 

We had been buying war bonds, Ernest 
and I. every time he had a payday. One 
ifternoon. telling Ernest’s parents I was go- 
ing out for some air. I went to the bank and 
cashed the bonds in. I had no clothes 
packed. no plans made. I did have a few 
hundred dollars. That was all I needed 
ind wanted. I was leaving town immedi- 
itely. 

I got a bus into Chicago and rented a 
room at a YWCA in the Loop. I didn’t 
know whether I would stay in Chicago or 
go on to New York. All I knew was that I 
wanted a new life and I didn’t care what 
kind. It didn’t matter. Nothing did. 

Now that I look back at those first few 
veeks. I wonder that I didn’t go clean out 
of my mind with boredom. I made no at- 
tempt to look for work, remaining in my 
room most of the time. going to a show 
oceasionally. buying paperback novels and 
taking my meals in the cafeteria. Every 
once in a while I became homesick. I was 
jolted out of that by the thought that I had 

illy no home to go back to. Ernest’s 
home wasn’t mine now that he was gone, 
even though his parents would have done 
inything in the world for me. Grace and 
\rthur had no home to offer me. or even to 
)ffer themselves. 

I'll never know what possessed me to 
tray into the cocktail lounge in the base- 
ment of a small hotel on the South Side 
one Saturday afternoon. I’d never been in 
1 bar before in my life. but there I was sud- 
perhaps, for want of something bet- 
ter to do. I ordered a Tom Collins, lit a 

garette and sat there. sipping and listen- 

e to the juke box blaring away full blast. 

No one noticed me or bothered me. I 
began to wonder what was so terrible about 
yomen going to bars. All my life ’'d been 
taught that only female tramps frequented 

ich places. Sipping my third Tom Col- 
lins, | began to get a sort of evil kick out 

the way I was growing accustomed to 

mething I'd been made to believe was 
rong. I stayed there for four hours the 
rst day. After that. every afternoon. I got 
into the habit of going to this lounge. I got 
to know Jack. one of the bartenders, in a 
ual, friendly way. One day Jack intro- 
duced me to Phil Rathers. 

Uninitiated as I was, I had no way of 
knowing what a notorious person Phil was 
nd, if I had, I don’t think it would have 
mattered. I was in a reckless, unhappy 

of mind and just ripe for the kind 
proposition men like Phil make to 
women on the loose. 

\t first the proposition was a personal 


denly 


one. Phil pretended to be crazy about what 
he called my style and good looks. I had 
bought a few clothes and my outward ap- 
pearance gave no indication of the disturb- 
ance which lived inside of me. Phil was a 
young-looking thirtyish. He was passably 
good looking and had the big city air and a 
flair for dressing well. He was pleasant 
enough to talk with and insistent upon 
paying for my drinks. After the first few 
days, I began to look forward to meeting 
him every afternoon. 

When Phil finally asked me to come to 
his apartment to spend the weekend, I knew 
what I was doing when I said I would. I 
had known the question was coming and I 
had decided to stop dramatizing myself 
over Ernest’s death. I was a young, vital 
woman and I needed love just as much as 
the next one. Maybe this was a sordid way 
to get it—but what the hell? 

I began to depend on Phil after that. I 
didn’t love him and I didn’t pretend to. He 
was company and he filled my need for a 
passionate outlet. He also began paying 
my bills and, after all, my money was just 
about gone. By now I had sunk pretty low 
—so low that when I found out definitely 
what Phil wanted from me, I was willing to 
go along. Phil made his money operating 
a house of prostitution in a sedate neigh- 
borhood. His clientele was made up of Ne- 
gro men sent to him by his various bar- 
tender and taxi-driver agents and of white 
business men and middle-aged playboys 
from the North Side. Phil had half a dozen 
good-looking girls working for him and liv- 
ing in the house. He invited me to become 
one of them and pointed out that I could do 
very well financially if I just let him guide 
me. 

I had been playing such a sophisticated 
role with Phil—pretending to be ever so 
cynical and knowing about life. I didn’t 
display the slightest trace of shock when he 
so calmly suggested that I become a prosti- 
tute. I didn’t want to go back to a lonely 
life and hadn’t the stamina to get out look- 
ing for decent employment. I told myself, 
as many about-to-become-prostitutes do, 
that I would get into the racket. make a fast 
fortune and then get out and settle down 
to enjoy life on the gains. I knew I’d never 
marry again because I knew I would never 
have the trust or faith to love again. What 
was the use? 

That’s how I got into the world’s oldest 
profession, as simple and as sordid as that. 
T’ll admit that after the first night of love- 
less lust. of being pawed over by demand- 
ing strangers, I felt filthy and cried myself 
to sleep, having the terrible sensation that 
Ernest was looking down at me sorrowfully 
from Heaven. But in the morning I was as 
determined as ever, as scornful of there 
being any Heaven as I had been before 
my first experience as a paid purveyor of 
passion. 


T QUICKLY adjusted to the routine of my 
new life. I became popular with the 
other girls, spent my mornings sleeping late 


—when I didn’t have a lucrative, evernight 
deal. I made several hundred dellars a 
week, bought beautiful clothes and tried to 
salve whatever conscience I had left by 
sending large sums anonymously te Grace, 
care of my mother-in-law. My entire per- 
sonality changed and with it, as did my 
sense of values. I learned how te lie and 
cheat, ac well as sell sex. I learned to pre- 
tend to care for men who were generous 
with their money, to take advantage of them 
and to become utterly callous in my rela- 
tionships. This went on for two and a half 
years and I guess I’d still be living that 
kind of life if it hadn’t been for the dra- 
matically upsetting experience I had last 
Christmas Eve. 

Funny, all that day I’d been thinking 
hard about the family life I’d shared with 
Grace and Arthur. It was natural, though, 
because Christmas had always been such a 
happy time at home. The few Christmases 
I'd spent with Ernest had been delightful 
experiences, too. Becoming depressed and 
sorry for myself because of these memories, 
I did something unusual for me. I drank 
myself right into a pretty stiff jag. Normal- 
ly. I would only take enough to feel a sort 
of quiet glow. When night arrived, I was 
pretty drunk. Business was rushing that 
night. with loads of men from eut of town 
out to have their sport. Usually, we didn’t 
begin operating until about nine o’clock. 
That night. however, I was relaxing in my 
room when I got a call from the desk to be 
prepared for a “client” in twenty minutes. 

“This one looks good, Daisy,” the girl on 
the desk confided. “He’s past middle-age. 
Not bad-looking. Looks like he’s had a few 
and is in a very generous mood. He’s in 
the parlor having a drink and waiting until 
I send him up. Or would you like to come 
down and have a drink with him and chat 
for a few minutes.” 

This was the way we softened them up 
for a bigger take and also helped the bar 
business on which we got a cut. I con- 
sidered for a minute, then decided against 
going down. 

“No. Molly,” I told the “receptionist.” 
Let him cool for a few minutes and then 
send him up. If I don’t have another call 
waiting when we’re finished, maybe I'll 
come down with him. Good-leeking. you 
say. That’s something. Some of the ugly 
ducklings they’ve been running through 
here recently. . . .” 

Molly laughed as I hung up. I showered, 
selected a new negligee and arranged my 
hair in the most becoming manner. [| 
switched on a soft blue lamp and turned 
on the hi-fi set. Might as well make it 
romantic tonight. 

A few minutes later, Molly rang me back. 
My “client” was on his way up. I relaxed 
on the bed, stretched out in my most seduc- 
tive pose. I was really hamming it tonight. 
There was a timid knock on the door. 

“Come in,” I said sweetly. 

The door opened. I had my best smile on 
my face. A tall, broad-shouldered man 
stood framed in the doorway. I frowned 
slightly. There was something vaguely dis- 
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turbing about the man. He came in, closed 
the door and stumbled slightly as he came 
toward the bed. Suddenly, a knife-like pain 
stabbed at my heart. My smile froze into 
horror. 

“Arthur,” I screamed. 

It was my father. He gave a slight cry, 
swayed and fell to the floor . 

That’s the way my life of sin ended, with 
, bitter price paid by two sinners—my 
father and me. How vivid is the awful scene 
which took place in that room where God’s 
juugment had stalked in on the legs of a 
drunken man. Arthur had been seized with 
aheart attack when he recognized me. Phil 
came to my rescue and took my father to 
the hospital. I got him a private room and 
practically lived by his side until he was 
better. What a painful experience for both 
of us when he regained consciousness and 
we had to say things to each other no father 
and daughter should ever have to say. There 
were no reproaches. Neither of us could 
afford to blame the other. Arthur had been 
slowly killing himself with liquor and 
bought love, starving for Grace. I had been 
slowly poisoning myself to death, trying to 
forget Ernest. When Arthur and I faced 
each other in the small hospital room, we 
also began to face reality. The person 
who really deserved all the pity we had 
been giving to ourselves was the innocent 
person we both loved—Grace. The realiza- 
tion was like the impact of a cold shower. 
By common consent, we agreed to try to 
start life all over again, to try to make up 
to Grace all the unhappiness she had borne. 
We would keep our awful secret for no 
good would come of telling her what had 
happened. We would go back home and try 
to live the kind of life which might make 
us worthy of God’s forgiveness. 
Yes, now I knew I had been wrong about 
God. With all the faults my own father 
had, I still loved him very deeply. With all 
I had done to destroy myself, he still loved 
me. If I could love my earthly father with 
all his imperfections, I was a moron not to 
see that I must love and trust my Heavenly 
Father and never again lose faith in him 
whatever bitterness life had to bring. 
As Arthur and I traveled back home 
together, we shared a common, unspoken 





vow. Maybe we wouldn’t adhere strictly 
to the new way of life we’d pledged to keep. 
It wouldn’t be because we didn’t try. And 
as for the wonderful wife and mother we 
were going back to, we were going to spend 
the rest of our days making her happy. 

Somehow, I had a feeling that where 
Ernest was, he was smiling. THE END 
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A ‘Girl’ Who Is Different 


(Continued from Page 37) 


bound train and left Dixie forever. 

She was heading, she hoped, for mar- 
riage, money and a niche in the entertain- 
ment world. Marriage would quiet the 
insistent call of her blossoming woman- 
hood. Money would finance an expensive 
operation she hoped to undergo someday. 
\nd the entertainment world would show- 
case a voice tailor-made for the blues. But 
success in Chicago was going to come with 
anguish, suffering and despair. 

(va leaned forward rigidly, staring 
erimly into her troubled past. “It was hell 
at first.” she confided. “There were days 
when I only had bananas and bread. I 
couldn’t get a singing job so I settled for 
$18-a-week as a waitress. You know how 
flirty men can be in a cheap cafe. They 
asking: ‘Say, babe, you 


were forev er 


married?’ ” 

It was always a reasonable though rude 
question. For with 36-26-38 measurements, 
she seemed a fair catch. Somehow, though, 
real love dangled just out of reach par- 
tially because she was a girl strait-laced 
in her upbringing. Until the age of 21, in 
fact, she was actually afraid of men. 
“Back in my home town,” she explained, 
“vou didn’t have an affair with a fellow 
unless you intended to marry him either 
legally or common-law.” 

But Ava recalled that she was not quite 
ready for marriage mainly because she 
was finally beginning to succeed as a 
singer. In a few short months she was 
earning enough to support not only her- 
self but also her mother and grandmother 
who by then were living in Chicago. She 
even had enough money to splurge on fur 
pieces totalling $2,700, dresses tagged be- 
tween $75 and $300 each, about $10,000 
worth of furniture and a $7,000 Cadillac. 
Somehow, though, her money had not 
bought her happiness. 

For somewhere in the stormy odyssey of 
her soul Ava had slipped from her psy- 
chological moorings and floundered adrift 
between the sexes. Possessed with a fe- 
male’s mind, she was in actual physical 
fact, a man. Somewhere in life, perhaps 
in childhood, the sex drive had detoured 
from male to female. Ava was, in short, 
a member of an “unmentionable mi- 
nority.” 

Rising from the sofa, pain wrinkling 
his forehead, he reluctantly admitted he 
had been christened Sam Brown, but 
changed his name to “Ava Bettye” in 1947, 
Vigorously defending himself, he ex- 
plained, somewhat illogically, that he did 
not impersonate women although he wore 
women’s clothes. For one thing, he said, 
he shunned “fag parties” and “sissy balls” 
because “most fairies are phonies.” With 
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a toss of his head, he insisted self-right- 
eously that he was an exception. “Deep 
down in my soul,” he cried passionately, 
“['m a woman! I’ve never been inter- 
ested in the opposite sex like a man 
should be.” Planting himself in the center 
of his living room, he pressed his point. 

“Look at my legs.” he demanded, 
abruptly raising his dress, “do I look like 
a man? I have my mother’s legs. Look 
at my face! Everyone agrees, it’s a wom- 
an’s face.” 

Hers was an argument contradicted only 
by shoulders that were too broad and false 
breasts that pointed all too obviously. Yet, 
Sam was convinced by a lifetime caught 
up in an illusion that he was really Ava. 
“Most of my friends.” he said, “except a 
few unkind ones. accept me as a woman.” 
In fact, he continued, his mother had long 
since persuaded him that someday he 
should grow up and become a “good 
wife.” 

It was understandable, therefore, that 
Sam alias Ava yearned most of all for 
genuine male companionship despite her 
masculinity. “Even a fellow’s caress would 
be enough to satisfy me.” she said. 

Ava interrupted the story. focusing her 
brown eyes more intently on her listener. 
“Won’t you have a drink?” She was vis- 
ibly disappointed with the refusal. Return- 
ing to the thread of her discourse, she told 
how she found fleeting happiness with a 
young doctor she met on the street in 
1948. But she lost him after he accused 
her of seducing him and stealing his 
watch. His charge was damaging enough 
to land her a six-month jail sentence. 

Skipping four years to 1952 when Chi- 
cago department store detectives allegedly 
caught her shoplifting, Ava insisted she 
was innocent. After all, she claimed, she 
had $400 in her purse and had no reason 
to steal. But, she sadly lamented: “I was 
sent to jail for another nine months any- 
way.” In both cases, she argued, her actual 
crime was that she was a man caught 
wearing woman’s clothes. 

Segregated in jail from the other male 
prisoners, she found life without affection 
almost unbearable. For to suppress her 
emotional life was to wither away. Ava 
sought solace in religion as a Catholic 
convert. Convinced that “what God had 
done no man can undo,” she piously de- 
clared that she “acknowledged the Lord 
in all her doings and prayed he would re- 
move hate from her soul.” 

Even so, said Ava, she had good reason 
to hate when she was released from jail. 
For one thing, police picked her up so 
frequently on the street that she was 
afraid to leave home. Then they harassed 


her so much at home, she had installed 
steel grating at her front door to discour. 
age them. Yet. only recently she had paid 
a $100 fine for wearing woman’s clothes 
in public. Through it all, she said: “] 
didn’t resist. I always acted like a perfect 
lady. They can’t make me take this dress 
off!” 

Despite her show of defiance. Ava was 
still desperately unhappy. Her mood 
summoned up vivid memories of a wintry 
evening in 1951, a year before her second 
major encounter with the law, when she 
went unescorted to a Chicago cocktail 
lounge to drown her sorrows in liquor, 
Lingering until closing time. she was leay- 
ing when the doorman. a handsome, 26. 
year-old chap named George, asked: 
“Which way you going?” 

“Nowhere in particular,” she answered 
hopefully. “Like to join me?” It was an 
attractive enough offer to be coming from 
a woman. Unsuspicious, George climbed 
in her car parked out front and the couple 
drove to Ava’s apartment. The first night, 
said Ava, they only got acquainted. 

But in the days and nights that followed 
they carried on a love affair saturated 
with all the anxiety, passion and tender- 
ness present in normal romances. “I was 
addicted to him like a junkie to dope.” 
Ava said. “When he left me at night, I 
sometimes got so weak I passed out. He 
was the only man I ever really and truly 
loved.” 

It was not a love returned measure for 
measure, Ava complained, glancing back 
in retrospect. George frequently neglected 
her, although she fed and clothed him and 
kept him supplied with money. Even while 
she served her nine-month jail sentence, 
George failed to write or visit her. Though 
deeply hurt, Ava went back to him after 
completing her sentence. 

It was a return to a love that was essen- 
tially luke-warm. Only once in their four- 
year affair did George concede: “I like 
you much more than I care for you to 
know.” Justifying his near indifference, 
Ava rationalized: “He was actually afraid 
of falling in love with me, because he 
wasn’t ready to settle down to married 
life.” 

To her he was merely footloose and 
fancy free, a temporary shortcoming. Yet, 
his wanderlust threatened her happiness. 
Once, in fact, she caught him flirting with 
another woman at a bar. Begging him to 
come with her, she became frightened 
when he refused, jerked off her fur piece 
and threatened to bit her. She fled. But 
she returned shortly with her mother who 
was to bear witness that Ava’s lover had 
been “two-timing” her. Sagely, | er mother 
explained: “It just shows you, you can’t 
treat some people nice. You oughta quit 
him.” As she had always done, Ava took 
her mother’s advice. 

Giving up George was not exactly a 
sacrifice, however, because Ava held a 
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While in prison she 
in the 


secret trump card. 
had met Brad, a 25-year-old cook 
prison dining room. The attraction be- 
tween them had been instant and auto- 
matic. Secretly they had exchanged love 
notes. Just before leaving jail, Ava prom- 
ised Brad she would hire a lawyer and 
secure his freedom. True to her word. she 
forked up $1.000 in lawyer’s fees, sprung 
Brad out of jail and brought him home. 
For seven months they lived peacefully 
together. Then Brad began drinking heav- 
ily. He beat her so often she finally left 
him. 

But in her lonely apartment, flippantly 
suggestive music playing in the back- 
Ava still clung to the hope that 


ground. 
she would meet and marry a 


somewhere 


lawyer or “just any man struggling 
to get ahead.” She insisted: “I know I can 
make a man happy. if I married one.” 
Fully realizing that she will never be able 
to bear children. she had already decided 
she will adopt two instead. “I know I 
model mother,” she said 


doctor, 


would make 
confidently. 

But even before marital bliss, she wants 
to follow the famed Christine Jorgensen 
to Denmark. Christine, of course, is the 
former George Jorgensen Jr., a white ex- 
GI who surrendered masculinity eight 
years ago in the most publicized sexual 
switch of the century. Like him, Ava 
wants to have her stunted male organs 
she thinks, she 


surgically removed. Then. 
mother will 


will be happy at last. Her 
be happy. too. 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 12) 


Latest talk going round from Frank 
Sinatra regarding his pal Sammy Davis, 
Jr.. is that Frankie plans producing his 
own TV Spectacular. Robinson Crusoe, 
with Junior playing Friday. 

Parisienne movie-goers will soon be 
introduced to the sounds of real progres- 
sive jazz. A French film producer has 
recorded his music background in New 


York using. John Lewis’ Modern Jazz 
Quartet. The film was shot in Paris. It’s 


a first for the French and for the Quartet, 
too. 

Meanwhile, the String Jazz Quartet, 
newest imitator of the Modern Jazz Quar- 
et. promises to be one of the most talked 
about jazz groups by 1957. Lone Negro 
member of the interracial group is on viol, 
a most unusual instrument in jazz. 


Lionel Hampton, long known for his 


antics while parading half the band 
through tables and beating out rythmns 


with his drum sticks on glasses, bottles, 
chairs, tables and people (they're espe- 
cially handy for beating on) stumbled on 
a new gimmick. He accidentally broke a 
snare drum head, so half a dozen lucky 
fans now own autographed bits of the 
torn skin. 

Fats Domino, while starring in a big 
rock *n’ roll show, didn’t show for a date 
n Tennessee; said he was just too sick. 
Could be the two-show arrangement made 
him ill (an early show for an all-white 
audience and a later show for club mem- 
bers) 


While Americans have 
just about every commercial 
ment on the airwaves, our British neigh- 
bors have gone one better and are 
engaging top Calypso artists to sing their 
way through the day’s news headlines— 
and it rhymes yet. 

“Champagne model” Ida Tillman has 
joined Sugar Ray’s sister Evelyn as disc 


‘alypsoed 
advertise- 


jockey on New York’s WOV, while Evelyn 
takes on the added time once held down 
by actress Hilda Simms. 

Perhaps LaVern Baker would like to 
know that her Jim Dandy is such a big 
hit, now there’s a fighter rockin’ ’n’ rollin’ 
in the square jungle under the banner 


Jim Dandy. 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 13) 


and Hart songs. had time to feel the 
melodies.” Buddy Bregman’s orchestra, 
which gave Ella superb support in the 
Cole Porter album. did the same for her 


on the Rodgers and Hart tunes. 
The Rodgers and Hart Songbook, as 
William Simon points out in the liner 


completes a cycle for Ella, who 
famous for her A Tisket A 
Simon observes: 


notes, 
first became 
Tasket a long time ago. 
“Tt has taken nearly twenty years, during 
time Ella Fitzgerald merely has 
outgrown, outlasted—and outsung what 
few young ladies have challenged her 
supremacy among popular and 


which 


absolute 
jazz vocalists.” 

Ella’s click in albums with tunes by the 
masters seems to have shaped a pattern 
for her future on records. Since the Cole 
Porter and Rodgers and Hart songbooks, 
she has been engaged by Verve to record 
a collection of Duke Ellington’s memora- 
ble tunes. among them Satin Doll, Azure, 
Rocks In My Bed, Squeeze Me and Don’t 
Get Around Much Anymore. A sextet i - 
cluding violinist Stuff Smith and tenor 
saxist Ben Webster backed Ella in record- 
ing the album which is due for release 
soon. 

With Ella a hot seller in the album 
market, her old label. Decca, has re-issued 
some yesteryear recordings of hers in a 
package called “Ella Sings Gershwin.” 
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I Married An Older Man 


(Continued from Page 34) 


hadn’t overheard a conversation between 
two so-called friends of mine, Bess David- 
son and Pearl Robinson. 

It’s funny sometimes how you hear 
thing you aren’t supposed to hear. If 
I'd been normally happy and gay and 
having the fun I should have been having 
at the wedding reception, I never would 
have heard Bess and Pearl. As it was, 
though, I was at loose ends, wandering 
aimlessly among the guests who’d come to 
my parents’ home for the affair. My mind 
was pre-occupied, a sort of empty void. 
The emptiness was filled when I over- 
heard Pearl say: 

“Well, Bess, what do you think?” 

“T don’t know what to think,” Pearl 
said. “You?” 

“Alva is a nice girl.” Bess said. “She’s 
a friend of ours. I wish her all the hap- 
piness in the world. But I just can’t see 
her finding it with Herbert. Why—” 

“T have to agree with you,” Pearl said. 
“It just doesn’t figure. Alva is only 24. 
Herbert is 45. He’s old enough to be her 
father. By the way. didn’t Alva say that 
Herbert and her father were classmates 
in high school?” 

“T think she did.” Bess said. “Jesus! 
Why did she do it? Do you think she 
married Herbert on the rebound after 
Roy jilted her?” 

“T was wondering the same th—” 

Just then some involuntary force pulled 
me around to face Bess and Pearl. who 
were standing only a few feet away. Pearl 
flushed with embarrassment as she re- 
alized that she and Bess had been talking 
louder than they thought, that I had 
overheard their catty little conversation. 
But Bess looked at me with contempt, as 
if to call me a fool to my face. 

Angry now, I started toward Bess and 
Pearl. Bess came to meet me, but Pearl 
hardly moved. 

“I’m terribly sorry,” Bess said quietly, 
reaching for my hand. “Can you ever for- 
give me? I shouldn’t—” 

“Don’t apologize, Bess,” I snapped. “Be 
brazen, like our friend Pearl. You two 
think I’ve made a fool out of myself, so 
why shouldn’t you say so?” 

[ was snapping out the words, angrily, 
with all the sudden hate I could muster 

but I knew I couldn’t hold out long. 
rears were welling up into my eyes, brim- 
ming on the lids. They would soon spill 
over and Bess and Pearl would know that 
they had hurt me deeply. I just couldn’t 
bear the thought of them knowing how 
close to be right they were—that I felt 
like a fool, instead of a happy new bride; 
that I had agreed to marry Herbert after 
Roy ran out on me— 

“f don’t blame you for thinking harsh- 
ly of us,” Bess said, “but, please—” 
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“Forget it. Bess.” I said. “Enjoy your- 
self. Eat, drink and be merry—” 

Oh, what a fumbling attempt at being 
brash and brassy. I was a_ complete 
failure at the crispy comeback and I 
knew it. 

What was worse, all of a sudden I felt 
that everyone in the living room must be 
listening in on our conversation. I felt 
as though everybody was staring at me, 
could see through me, and in seeing 
through me knew my innermost secrets. 
I could stand to think that everyone— 
including Herbert—knew about me. 

I knew it wasn’t the thing to do. Who 
ever heard of a bride running out on her 
own wedding reception? But I had to 
get away from the people. The talk and 
the laughter and the clinking of glasses 
became a cacophony of the blues. grating 
on my nerves like the sound of fingers 
drawing lightly over a taut balloon, or 
steel on steel. 

Without another word, I whirled from 
Bess and Pearl, then barged into a family 
friend— 

“Oh, Alva.” Mrs. Holmes said, “I’m so 
happy for you—” 

“Thank you,” I said in a voice no more 
audible than a whisper. “Thank you—” 

I walked around her, trying to get out 
of the room which. suddenly, had become 
crowded like the subway at rush hour. I 
wanted to go upstairs to my room—the 
room I’d never expected to use again. I 
felt like I wanted to cry. I had to cry. 
Maybe I could cry Roy out of my heart. 
And, then, maybe new love would flow 
into my heart. filling it up. Maybe that 
new love would be for my husband, Her- 
bert. 

I had almost escaped the room, my mind 
racing with terrible thoughts, when I felt 
a gentle hand grip my arm. 

“Alva, darling—” 

It was Herbert. I didn’t want to see 
his face. I didn’t want him to see the 
agony in mine. I didn’t want to talk— 

“Alva. darling—” 

“Oh. Herbert.” I said, not turning to 
face him. “I’m a bit tired. Mind if I go 
upstairs to rest just a few minutes? No- 
body will miss me.” 

“T’ll_ miss you, darling,” Herbert said. 

“Thank you. I won’t be gone long.” 

I dashed away from him then, heading 
upstairs to my room. I heard Herbert say 
in a questioning tone of voice. “Darling 

?” I could imagine that he wore a 
puzzled, and maybe a hurt look, on his 
face. I had a most devilish thought: I 
was Herbert’s second wife. His first wife 
had died three years previously. I won- 
dered if when Herbert and his first wife 
got married, she hurt him like I was 
doing? Thinking that I was a second 


wife, that I had lost out at romance with 
the guy I really wanted. I wanted to go 
back down to the reception and hurt 
Herbert some more. I wanted to see him 
squirm. What right did he have to hold 
me up to ridicule by my friends by mar. 
rying me? What right did he have to 
propose to a girl who was 21 years 
younger than he was? What right did he 
have stepping into my life and taking ad- 
vantage of my loneliness? 

Once inside my room, I flung myself 
across the bed. not even bothering to re. 
move my pretty wedding dress. and tried 
to cry. But the tears wouldn’t come now. 
I felt hollow inside. Numb. All I could 
do was think. And that kind of thinking 
only made my blues worse. 


V HY IS IT that sometimes we learn 

things so late? A thing like this: 
neither the head nor the heart has any 
exclusive on being right about romance, 
Sometimes the heart overrules the head 
and is completely right despite all that 
others can argue to the contrary. True 
love can blossom whenever and wherever 
there are two people who understand each 
other, have a need for each other. find 
themselves compatible. Of course, the 
important thing is to know that you have 
understanding, need, compatibility. If I 
had known these things; if I had only 
known then that an older man can make 
a wonderful, thoughtful, kind, loving hus- 
band for any woman, I wouldn’t have 
spoiled the wedding day for Herbert. But 
I didn’t know. I was there, flung across 
the soft bed in my room, stewing in self- 
pity. 

I remembered how I’d felt about Her- 
bert when he first started lavishing his 
attention on me. I liked him as a friend 
of the family. I thought he was a gentle- 
man. But being in love with him was the 
farthest thing from my mind. This is 
how far apart we were. When Herbert 
first proposed, I turned him down, and I 
called him “mister!” 

Herbert was a lonely man. He’d been 
lonely ever since his first wife died. They 
had no children and Herbert had nobody 
to keep him company in the nice, six-room 
home he owned in a good neighborhood of 
Northwest Washington, D. C. I was lone- 
ly. too. I had been deeply in love. but 
love had gone on the rocks. I needed 
someone to fill the empty space that was 
my heart. I let Herbert take me out a 
few times. That encouraged him. He 
wanted love and he wanted to believe that 
I could love him. Like an overly-eager 
kid, he rushed to propose to me. When 
the moment came for me to say “Yes,” I 
just couldn’t do it. He was too old for 
me. I told him so... 

I'll never forget the night. It was mid- 
summer, nice and warm, but not yet hot. 
Herb and I had gone to a drive-in movie. 
After the last show, we tarried. While 
we were sitting in the car, in a remote 
corner of the lot, Herb proposed. He of- 
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fered a world of happiness. and I refused 
it I felt more like his daughter than 
his lover. How could I ever find ecstasy 
in the arms of a man I felt like calling 
Dad? 

“Mr. Grant.” I said— 

“Honey,” Herbert protested. 
you call me ‘Mr. Grant?’ Can't you get 
used to calling me Herb, or at least 
Herbert?” 

“I'd like to.” I said. “Id like to very 
much. But I just can’t. I’d like to be able 
to say to you, ‘Yes, Herb, Tl marry 
you... But I can’t—” 

“Why?” he asked. “Is it because of 
our ages?” 

“Yes.” I said. “I’m sorry. but—” 

“Don’t be sorry, Alva.” Herbert said. 
“I can understand how you feel. No use 
beating my head against a brick wall I 


‘ 


‘why do 


guess—” 

Herbert took me home that night and 
I think both of us thought that was the 
end of our affair. I remember that Her- 
bert looked so sad I tiptoed up to give 
him a kiss as he left me at my door. At 
first he was surprised, then pleased. My 
kiss had been a kind of daughterly ges- 
ture. He made it something else. His 
strong arms crushing the breath out of 
me, he kissed back with all the flaming 
fre of a virile man. It was my turn to 
be surprised. Involuntarily I felt the 
litle thrills start moving inside me. De- 
spite myself. I knew there was love in this 
man. There was ecstasy to be had in his 
arms. I knew that now. But I still didn’t 
want it. He was too old for me. 

Wordlessly, I broke away from Herbert 
and dashed into the house—where Mom 
and Dad were waiting up for me. 

Being an only child can be advanta- 
geous. Particularly if your people aren’t 
rich. Dad was an ordinary man. He 
drove a delivery truck for a big Washing- 
ton department store. He didn’t make a 
big salary, but somehow he had provided 
a home for us and Mom didn’t have to 
work, 

Dad and Herbert had been high school 
classmates, although Dad was a year or 
two older than Herb. Herb had lived in 
Washington all his life. Dad had come 
up to the city from a South Carolina 
farm. He was a bit behind in his educa- 
tion at the time. Now Dad was a tall, 
thin, good looking man with white hair 
and mustache and copper skin that made 
him look 
Usually he was an easy guy to get along 
with and I was his pet. Tonight, as he 
arose from the living room sofa, where 
he had been sitting with Mom, I wasn’t 
so sure. 


handsome and distinguished. 


Mom was good-looking, too. Oddly. her 
hair hadn’t begun to turn gray, although 
she was only a year younger than Dad. 
She still retained the slim figure of her 
youth, She owned the hint of a double- 
chin, but her features were delicate, finely 
etched. Her hair was soft and long. She 
had little laugh lines around her pretty 


brown eyes. She was a woman who liked 
to laugh. to be gay. But tonight she 
seemed to have a-big problem on her 
mind. It was Herbert. 

“Tt’s kind of late for you and Dad to 
be up. isn’t it?” I asked Mom as I moved 
into the room. 

“Yes, it is. Alva.” Mom said, “but we’ve 
got something we want to talk to you 
about.” 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“Herbert.”” Mom said. “Herbert Grant.” 

“Yes.” Dad cut in slowly. “Alva, we 
know Herb is lonely and he’s a friend of 
ours—always has been—and he’s nice. 
Maybe we should tell him this, but we 
hate to hurt him and we thought—well. we 
thought that you could do it easier, since 
you’re a young woman. We—” 

I knew what Dad had in mind. I 
wanted him to get to the point. I said, 
“Yes, Dad? What can I do? What do 
you want me to do?” 

“Well.” Dad said. “As I was saying, 
Herb is nice and all. But he’s too old 
for you. You're our only child and we 
want you to have a happy life—like we’ve 
had. We want you to marry a nice young 
man—when you do get married. We 
would like for you to stop seeing Herbert.” 

I tried to toss it all aside as if there 
were no problem. I laughed and said: 
“Oh, Dad. don’t take it so 
There’s nothing between Herbert and me 
And I’m not 
even going to see him again. He asked me 


seriously. 
—just a few innocent dates. 


to marry him and I refused.” 

“W hat?” 

The word cracked from Dad’s throat in 
the tone of disbelief. 

“He asked me to marry him and I re- 
fused.” 

“Thank God for that!” Dad said. He 
sank back on the sofa and I thought for a 
moment it might have killed him to hear 
that I had decided not to marry Herbert. 
Mom was glad. She came over and gave a 
tight little hug. “I told Dad that we didn’t 
have to about said. 
“You’ve always known how to take care 


worry you,” she 


of yourself!” 


i; UH! Little she knew. I’d always 
been able to take care of myself all 
right! People thought I was so smart and 
so self-reliant. They didn’t know the half 
of it. Most all of my life I had been a 
crazy-mixed-up kid, inside. I’d_ bluffed 
people into thinking that I was the bril- 
liant kid, the one who knew where she 
was going in life. the girl who knew the 
answers. Phooey! I didn’t know even 
one single answer to a question that was 
important. I grew up to be spoiled by 
parents who doted on me. Because I was 
an only child, I was overly watched and 
protected. Since I had no sisters or bro- 
thers—particularly older sisters or broth- 
ers—I missed learning a lot of facts of life 
that come naturally to other kids. 
When I finished high school, it was 
long since decided that I would ge to 
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college. Mom wanted me to go to How- 
ard. Dad said he didn’t want me to go 
there. “Too many snobs at that school,” 
he said. Dad wanted me to- become a 
teacher. He suggested that Miner Teach- 
ers College would be the best bet. That 
was all right with me. I had nothing 
against Howard. But, on the other hand, 
I had no burning desire to attend the 
university either. 

So I went to Miner, graduated third in 
my class, and eventually got a job teach- 
ing in an elementary school. And life 
went on as it always had. Just life. No 
great thrills. No great disappointments. 
No great successes. No great failures. No 
great nothing, including no great man. 

Oh, I had dates. I wasn’t bad to look 
at (so the guys said). I could dance pret- 
ty well. And when I wasn’t being moody, 
or wasn’t being confused by life, I was 
pretty witty. Only trouble with my wit 
was that most of it tended to be sarcastic. 
But I got by. The thing that worried me, 
though, as I grew older was that I never 
seemed to have a serious love affair. I 
wondered, sometimes, if that meant some- 
thing was wrong with me. I wondered, 
even, if maybe I hadn’t been reared too 
strict, that if I wasn’t all wrong in my 
morals. I wondered if boys were steering 
clear of me because I had been taught 
that a girl shouldn’t have sex until after 
she was married. 

Many times while I was in college, I 
got into bull sessions with other girls. 
Some of them would be all in favor of 
sex and they would delight in telling 
about their experiences. Some thought 
that petting was okay as long as it was 
kept just short of the “whole thing.” 
Others thought like me: sex before mar- 
riage was dangerous! That’s what I had 
been taught and that’s what I argued for 
a long time. I kept on arguing that until 
—well, Roy convinced me that I was all 
wrong. 

I met Roy at a beach party in Maryland 
the summer after I’d finished my first year 
of teaching. He was a guy from Washing- 
ton. And oh what a guy! 

He was the kind of guy who’d look at 
you once and you could never forget it. 
He was terribly handsome and just as 
cocky. Tall and lithe, slender yet well 
built, he exuded sex appeal from every 
pore. His husky voice held just enough 
of that intoxicating whiskiness to make 
me think of things I’d been trying to for- 
get, things I'd always wanted to do but 
didn’t because of what my parents had 
taught me. Meeting Roy at this party was 
like taking strong drink for the first time. 

The party was being given by a club 
called The Sundowners. Bess and Pear] 
were members and they had been trying to 
get me to join. For weeks they’d been 
telling me about this party and how much 
fun it would be to get away from the heat 
and humidity of Washington for the cool 
breezes of the Maryland seashore. The 
party was held at a beautiful little resort. 





Bess and Pearl had said it would start 
on Friday night. The way they talked, 
with the look of wickedness in their eyes, 
it might last all weekend. 

I’d never been too much of an adven- 
turess on affairs like this, but I finally 
agreed to go this time. I was glad I did 
when this handsome man loomed up in 
front of me on the moonlit beach, his 
features profiled by the fire from the 
weiner roast, and said: “I’m Roy. Who’re 
you?” 

“T’m Alva,” I said rather timidly. 

“Glad to know you, Alva,” Roy said. 
“T’m the waiter here. What’ll you have?” 

“What have you got?” 

“Oh hot dogs and pop and coffee—stuff 
like that out here on the beach. Back 
at the ranch, almost anything. Just tell 
me what you’d like to have.” 

“T’ll take a hot dog and a grape soda, if 
you have it.” 

“Coming right up,” Roy said, as he 
hastened off. 

From that bit of conversation, Roy 
didn’t sound too hep. But it was just the 
slight edge of corniness, of little-boy 
cockiness, of being different from the 
guys I knew, that hooked me. When he 
returned, he said: 

“Here you are, Princess. Hot dogs by 
Roy Roberts. Pop by Nehi. Especially 
for you.” 

Roy had brought a complete set-up. 
Napkins, plates, glasses with ice. With 
an experienced hand, he spread a huge 
beach towel beside my blanket, then ar- 
ranged the food, and made himself com- 
fortable. 

“T thought you said you were the waiter 
here,” I said, surprised. 

“T did,” Roy replied with a twinkle in 
his eye. “I’m here to wait on you. To do 
your bidding, Princess. Anything your 
little heart desires—call Roy—and pres- 
to!” 

“Oh, I see. Then you’re really not a 
waiter.” 

“Wrong, Princess,” Roy said. “I am a 
waiter. I work at the Bankers Club in 
Washington, D. C. But I’m off tonight. 
When my friend Bess Davidson—” 

“Bess is a friend of yours?” 

“Good friend,” Roy said. “Do you 
know her?” 

“Sure. She’s a friend of mine, too.” 

“Good, Princess. We already have 
something in common—as I was saying. 
When Bess told me about this party, I 
decided I wouldn’t miss it for the world. 
And when she told me about you—” 

“Bess told you about me?” 

“She did.” 

“What did she say?” I was curious. 
Why would Bess be telling a strange man 
about me? 

“She said, ‘Roy—what you need is a 
girl to fall in love with. What you need 
is a beautiful lady. Somebody with looks, 
brains, a figure and personality. The girls 
you've been seeing are all wrong for you. 
Come to the party and meet my friend. 
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Her name is Alva. You'll love her—” 

After he’d finished that little speech, 
Roy paused to see how Id take it. I must 
have looked puzzled, for he finally broke 
into a grin and said: “Well, maybe she 
didn’t tell me all that. But she did men- 
tion you. She said you'd be here and that 
| should get to meet you. So here I am.” 

“And?” 

“I’m glad,” he said. 


GUESS there were thirty or forty peo- 

ple at the party. They were fanned out 
around the fire, in a circle, like at a camp- 
out. Everybody had plenty of room and 
privacy. Some people were hopping about, 
but mostly it seemed that there were 
couples and that they were enjoying the 
romantic atmosphere. A few even went 
swimming. The night and the mood and 
Roy did strange things to me. 

Roy and I sat talking and eating for 
a long while. I guess it was after mid- 
night when I felt a chill and trembled 
just a bit. 

“You’re getting cold,” he said. “I'll fix 
that in a jiffy.” 

He stood up. pulled up his beach towel, 
and spread it over my legs. Then he said: 
“T’ll be right back,” and was gone toward 
the resort lounge. He was back quickly. 
carrying two tall glasses that tinkled with 
ice. 

“Try this,” he said, handing me one of 
the glasses. “It'll warm you up a bit.” 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“Gin and tonic,” he said. “The perfect 
summer drink.” 

“But I—” 

I started to protest that I didn’t drink. 
But something in Roy’s look stopped me. 
I don’t know whether it was a command 
to drink. I don’t know whether it was the 
threat that I would be called an icky if I 
didn’t drink. Anyway, it was a look. | 
wanted Roy to think the best of me. I 
liked him. He was growing on me. I ac- 
cepted the glass. 

Roy smiled and sank down beside me. 

It was almost my first taste of liquor. 
But it was pleasant. I liked the taste of 
the drink and I liked the warm feeling I 
got inside. It was a feeling that seemed 
to spread all over me. And it made Roy 
seem all the more handsome and desirable. 

As we drank, Roy’s talk switched from 
the light things, the get-acquainted things. 
to me and him. He told his 
early life; how his father had died when 
he was young; how he had quit school 
at 15 to go to work to help his mother 
manage. He said he had three sisters and 
another brother, all younger than he was. 
He said that now what he wanted most in 
life was to meet a nice girl and get mar- 
ried. 
said, “and then I want to get some more 
education. I don’t want to be a 
all my life.” 

“Sounds kind of turned around to me,” 
I said. 

“How?” 
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waiter 





so soft, shining... 
so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 


just 


3 days! 


Contains 


extra-rich 


lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 


Long-Aid gives hair 
shield against dampness . 


a_ protective 


. helps 


keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria... 


keeps 


TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 


hair 


fresh, 


LONG-AID WHITE 
PRESSING COM- 
POUND — rich in 
lanolin and olive 
oil! Protects hair 
from dryness, burn 
ing. Preserves press 
longer! Contains no 
stiff oils 

ONLY 60c plus tax 


clean-smelling. 
ONLY $1.00—FEconomy size $3.00. 


oS REAM 

















LONG-AID BLEACH 
AND GLOW—wakes 
up dark, dull com- 
plexion' Conceals 
ugly blotches, blem- 
ishes while it 
bleaches. Guaran- oe ry 
tees lovelier, light- [— 
er skin 

ONLY 75c plus tax. 


LONG-AID HOT OIL 
» TREATMENT—feeds 
| dry, oil-starved scalp 
> and hair with na- 
} ture-rich lanolin. 
j Helps restere life, 

natural beauty. Use 

hot or cold. 

ONLY 60c plus tax 





lta aici 


LONG-AID SUL- 
PHUR—for abused 
burned, itching 
scalp! Relieves scalp 
eczema, dandruff 
Gives hair new 
strength, elasticity 
Makes scalp feel 
healthy, alive! 

ONLY $1.00. 








(1 Long-Aid with K-7, Regular size $1.10 
including tax. (.) Large Economy size 
$3.30 including tax. 

[] Long-Aid White Pressing Compound 
66c including tax. 

[) Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Shampoo 
50c no tax. 

Name 

Address 

City 


» LONG-AID DAN- 
| DRUFF REMOVER 
SHAMPOO—washes 
away dandruff! 
Lanolin-rich — 
leaves dry, oily- 
limp hair easy-to- 
manage, with new 
> life and lustre. 
pau ONLY 50c. 


LONG-AID FLOW- 
ING HOT OlL—en- ia 

riched with Vitamin me 
A and lanolin for 
glossier, healthier 
hair . . condi- 
tioned from roots 
up. Protects against 
dryness) ONLY & 
$1.00 plus tax. — 








(] Long-Aid Sulphur $1.00 no tax. 

(] Long-Aid Hot Oil Treatment 66c in- 
cluding tax. 

[J Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oi $1.10 in- 
cluding tax. 

(1) Long-Aid Bleach and Glow 83c in- 
cluding tax. 

( or send C.O.D. 





————- 


Sa 82222 SSB EMAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW saueuseusoom 
Long-Aid Co., Dept. T-99, P. O. Box 2505, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below, cash, check or money order enclosed. 


65 








“Well.” I said, “why not the education 
first and marriage later?” 

“T get lonely, Alva. I don’t like it. Be- 
sides, I think if I had a wife, she’d help 
me with my ambitions. Push me when I 
started to lag, help me up when I fell.” 
He stopped and just stared at me for the 
longest time. I didn’t even stop to think 
that this was the first time I’d ever been 
with Roy and yet he was talking marriage. 
“What I need,” he said, “is a girl like 
you, Alva.” 

‘But—” 

“No buts,” he said, putting fingers 
gently over my lips. “A man knows what 
he needs. He also knows what he wants—” 

Roy pulled me to him. He cradled me 
in his arms a moment. Then he kissed 
me. His lips were soft and sweet, yet I 
knew I was being kissed by a man. 

“T could love you, Alva,” Roy said, 
breathing through his husky words. The 
way he said it was like playing sensuous 
music. It wasn’t music for dancing, but 
for cuddling up and kissing and making 
love. 

At first, although my desire—a strange 
feeling that all but possessed me—was 
running wild, I felt strange in Roy’s arms. 
But he made me feel at home. At first, 
he was the giver and I was the receiver. 
But soon that changed. I discovered the 
joy of giving was as great as the joy of 
receiving. I discovered that making love 
with Roy was better than heaven had ever 
sounded to me. Right then, I ‘was satis- 
fied. When Roy suddenly said, “Let’s get 
away from all these people.” I never mur- 
mured a protest. I was his slave. Or at 
least I was the slave of the gin and tonic 
and the moonlight and the beach and 
handsome Roy Roberts and the sweet 
talk in his voice. I stood by, throbbing 
with emotion, as Roy gathered up our 
things and Jed me away. I never once 
thought about Bess or Pearl or the other 
people we passed as we walked away from 
the beach party, hand in hand. I didn’t 
ask where we were going. I forgot all 
about when I would return to Washington. 
[ was like a little girl being led through 
a wonderous forest by a kindly elf. Only 
this was no elf. This was a man. A love- 
ly man. And he was taking me to his 
cabin—where, for the first time in my 
life, I really found out what it means to 
make love... 


[HE PARTY LASTED all weekend. 

3efore it was over, Roy and I had told 
each other that we were in love. I meant 
it. / was in love. Roy was all that a 
woman could want in a man. More than 
that, he had taken me over so completely. 
\fter those hours alone in his cabin, I had 
awakened with a guilty feeling. I was 
confused. I knew that I had tossed aside 
all of my parents’ teachings in just one 
night—and that I hadn’t even put up a 
strong protest. But Roy made it sound 
right when he said, “We were meant for 
each other.” And my inner being made it 
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sound right. I had feelings of <ulfillment 
and completeness that I’d never experi- 
enced before. 

The feeling stayed with me for more 
than a year, during which time Roy and I 
were together every chance we could get. 
We became an inseparable pair. Life took 
on new meaning for me. Now I was gay 
and happy all the time. When I was 
working and things got tough, I just 
thought of Roy and everything became al- 
right. When I was blue and needed to 
hear sweet music, I just listened to Roy’s 
voice. And whenever I needed to live in 
heaven—I had Roy’s arms and_ the 
warmth of his body and the strength of 
his manliness. I had Roy all the time. 
He promised that I would have him for- 
ever. We talked about marriage as though 
it were a foregone conclusion. 

Yet, he never really proposed. 

I should have known something was 
wrong. But I was like the country girl 
being taken by the city slicker. I didn’t 
know. I thought Roy was for me only. 

But I found out that Roy was capable 
of being fickle. And when he saw a girl 
he thought was prettier than I, more suit- 
ed to him, he stopped coming around, he 
stopped calling. Just like that, it hap- 
pened. No more Roy. When I called him, 
he was polite, but not warm. He sounded 
as though he were in a hurry and he was 
talking only because of old times. I asked 
him to come to see me and he made up 
an excuse about working. 

I wasn’t a complete fool, only partly a 
fool. The light dawned, and Bess pulled 
the shades all the way back. 

“T’m afraid,” she said one day while we 
were out shopping, “that you’ve lost him. 
I told him he was a fool, that they don’t 
come any better than you. He agreed. He 
said he was sorry. He said he just didn’t 
have the guts to come to you and face up 
to it. But he said, ‘Bess, I’ve found some- 
body else. How do you tell that to a nice 
girl like Alva after you’ve promised her 
the world?’ I told him he could at least 
be a man. But I guess he just isn’t that 
much of a man.” 

I didn’t have hysterics about it. I might 
have if I’d gotten the story all at once, if 
I'd walked into a bar and found Roy hud- 
dled with another woman in a cozy booth, 
if I'd stepped over them on a beach, all 
locked up in each other’s arms. But this 
came to me piecemeal, and I was dropped 
slowly, with little jerks, like a bucket be- 
ing lowered by hand into, well, into my 
own deep hole of despair. One day I was 
alive and bright; then, when I knew for 
sure that I’d lost Roy, I was dark and 
dreary and no fun for anybody living. 

Or so I thought. 

Herbert came around to the house one 
day when I was in my blue funk, looking 
for Dad. Dad wasn’t home and Mom was 
out. After weeks of loneliness, I was 
happy to see Herbert. When he wanted to 
go, I wanted to keep him there and talk. 
The result was that Herbert invited me to 





go on a date with him, and I accepted 
the invitation. 

One date led to another. Herbert and 
I became good friends. Then there was 
more feeling between us than that. I don’t 
know about love. But it got so I missed 
Herbert when he wasn’t around, enjoyed 
him much when he was. I began depend- 
ing on him, and I began minimizing the 
difference in our ages. “He’s safe,” I ra- 
tionalized. “You can depend on_ him, 
Alva.” I told myself all sorts of things 
like that. I told myself that Herbert was 
a better bargain than Roy because Her- 
bert was old enough to know for sure 
what he wanted. I told myself that Her- 
bert wouldn’t be chasing around after 
every pretty girl that came along. I told 
myself that while Herbert’s fire didn’t 
burn quite as hotly as Roy’s, he had 
plenty to keep a girl warm. Besides, I 
reminded myself, he already owned his 
home. 

When Herbert proposed the second 
time, I accepted. When my parents pro- 
tested, I shut them up with my logic. 
When Bess and Pearl expressed amaze- 
ment, I was so sure of myself they soon 
changed the subject. 

So three months after Roy jilted me. 
Herbert and I got married, in a quiet. 
small ceremony at my parents’ church. 
Then came the reception. The conversa- 
tion between Bess and Pearl. And now. 
when I should be happy, I was thrown 
across my bed, feeling sorry for myself. 
Right back where I’d started: thinking 
that Herbert was too old for me, thinking 
I'd made a bad bargain. 

I didn’t hear the door of my room open. 
but I did hear Mom say, “What’s the 
matter, honey? Why aren’t you down- 
stairs with Herbert and the guests?” 

“T don’t feel well, Mom,” I said. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe you 
were right—” 

“That’s no way to talk now, honey,” 
Mom said. “Sure, your Dad and I dis- 
agreed about you marrying Herbert. But 
you’re his wife now. You’re married to 
him. You’ve got to stand by him and be 
a good wife. He needs you downstairs 
right now. Roy’s here!” 

I bolted upright on the bed. “Roy’s 
here?” I asked, unbelievingly. “What’s he 
doing here?” 

Mom looked sad. “He said he came to 
wish the bride well. He acts like he’s 
been drinking. Dad’s trying to make sure 
he doesn’t cause any trouble. But, mean- 
while, we think you ought to be down- 
stairs with Herbert, to keep all these 
people from having a scandal to talk 
about.” 

Of course, Mom was right. This could 
kill poor Herbert unless I did the right 
thing. I didn’t want to hurt him. I could 
doubt my love for him. Doubt our right- 
ness for each other. But Herbert had 
always been good and kind and gentle. 
And Roy had broken my heart. It was 
clear what I should do. With Mom’s help. 
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I straightened myself out and returned to 
the reception. 

Only once, as I caught the first glimpse 
of Roy, did I falter. Then, as our eyes 
met, I felt a weakness in the knees. But 
I quickly buckled them up, put a smile 
on my face, and walked directly to Roy. 

“Hello, Roy,” I said. “I’m glad you 
could come. I want you to meet my hus- 
band, Herb—” 

“I came to talk to you,” Roy said, and 
I could tell he had been drinking. “You 
can’t do this to me.” 

He was trying to keep his voice down, 
for which I was grateful. I didn’t want a 
scene. “Come, Roy,” I said, leading him 
toward Herbert. “I want you to meet my 
husband. Herbert—this is an old friend, 
Roy Roberts.” 

Herbert stuck out his hand immediately. 
“I’m happy to meet you, Roy,” he said. 

But Roy held back. A cloud of anger 
passed over his face. He gave Herbert a 
dirty look of contempt. Then he turned to 
me and said. “Alva. Alva. How could you 
do this to me?” 

“You’ve been drinking, Roy,” I said. 
“You'd better go.” 

“Now you're putting me out,” he said, 
his voice rising. I started to panic. 

“Yes, Roy.” I said, a sob escaping my 
lips. “Please go.” 

“And leave you to live with this old 
man! Never!” 

Roy had hardly gotten the word out of 
his mouth when Herbert knocked him 
down with a punch. I was shocked. I 
heard several women breathe, “Oh!” And 
Mom screamed. Dad rushed to grab Her- 
bert, but Herbert shook him off. “I’m all 
right,” he said. “Let’s get this drunken 
bum out of here.” Reaching down, Her- 
bert helped Roy up and briskly hustled 
him toward the door. Like a bully who 
has met his master, Roy went without a 
word. And as he went, I suddenly realized 
why he hadn’t had the guts to come 
around and tell me when he found a new 
love. He wasn’t man enough! 


They thought Herbert was too old for 
me. I had thought so myself. But no 
more. Herbert and I have been married 
a year now. And I couldn’t be happier. 
I couldn’t be more satisfied. In a few 
months, I’m going to have a baby. Just 
the thought of being a father has made 
Herbert the youngest man of 45 I’ve ever 
known. 

I love Herbert. It didn’t come to me all 
at once. Just a bit, day-by-day, starting 
with the wedding reception. I’m as happy 
as a woman can be. I’m trying to be a 
good wife. And it helps a lot knowing 
that I have a husband I can trust. 

Of course, I cannot advise marrying an 
old man. What works for me, may be mis- 
ery for another. But I will say this: if it 
comes to a choice bet-veen two men like 
Roy and Herb, take the one who reminds 
you of Herb. He’ll make you happier. At 
least, I think so, speaking from experience. 


THE END 








aA Yes, Black and White 
Vanishing Cream is the 
choice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 
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fresher, skin feels softer! 





For a creamy, non-drying lipstick 
that stays on and on, look for the 
name Black and White. 
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Richmond, Va. 
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Made-to-Measure Tailoring Business at once. You get over 100 Actual 
Fabrics, big Style Display of smartest new Suits and Coats for men and 


lutely FREE and postpaid. 


women, at low prices—plus complete money- 
making plans and equipment. No experience 
needed — just show samples to your friends, 
neighbors, fellow- workers, etc., take orders 
quickly, easily. Collect generous advance 
profits. We ship to your customers. 


Get Your Own Suits to Wear—without 1c Cost 


Your best advertisement, to help you make 
more money, is your own Made-to-Measure 
Suit... and I’ll show you how you can get 
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goal of the American girl as the office of 
the Presidency of the United States is 
considered the prize plum of the ambitious 
American boy. 

Having risen to national stardom within 
the last three years, Belafonte was still 
somewhat a man of mystery in the matter 
of marital background until the latter days 
of his first marriage. With the exception 
of a family story in Ebony magazine a 
year and a half ago, Margurite Belafonte 
had remained in the shadows of her hus- 
band’s career. But as their marriage hit 
the skids, Mrs. Belafonte came more to 
the fore. A New York child psychologist, 
she became interested in fashion modeling, 
appearing in several New York shows and 
touring Puerto Rico, Jamaica and Trini- 
dad as a guest with the Branford models. 
It was clearly a stop-gap measure in the 
Belafontes’ marriage, giving Margurite a 
part-time career to absorb the long days 
and weeks her husband was away. 

But last winter, Margurite flew to Reno 
to write finis to their eight-year marriage. 
Last minute huddles with her husband, 
both in New York, where Harry put her 
on the plane for Nevada, and later in Las 
Vegas. gave rise to speculation that a rec- 
onciliation was being attempted right up 
to the zero hour. (Harlem congressman 
(Adam Clayton Powell, unaware that Bela- 
fonte had quickly and secretly remarried, 
was still trying to arrange such a recon- 
| ciliation between the two shortly before 

the announcement of Harry’s new marital 
| enture. ) 

\pparently, however, reconciliation was 
not meant to be, for as Belafonte later re- 
vealed: “My marriage to Margurite has 
been over for more than two years. We 
simply kept up appearances for the sake 
of the children.” Harry said that he and 
Julie had decided to marry at least six 
months before his divorce. They had met 







































































Harry Belafonte Takes A Wife 


(Continued from Page 28) 


at a Hollywood party while Harry was 
filming the 1955 movie Carmen Jones. 
“One thing led to another,” Harry ex- 
plained, “and pretty soon we found that 
we were in love. It was the natural thing 
to want to get married.” 

In less than an hour on March 8 in 
Tecate, with the mayor of the town officiat- 
ing and Julie’s parents and a couple of 
Mexican friends in attendance, Harry and 
Julie did the natural thing. “We have a 
lot in common,” explains Harry. “She has 
been in show business, as an actress and 
dancer, almost since she finished high 
school. We like the same things, we have 
the same friends and we both know all of 
the problems that go along with being in 
show business. We know the stresses and 
strains and the hard work involved. We 
both realize that much of a_ performer 
belongs to the public and we are prepared 
to accept that fact.” 

The first Mrs. Belafonte, by contrast, 
had not understood her husband’s profes- 
sion, not from the beginning. As Harry 
put it: “I was away for long periods, tour- 
ing wherever I could. She felt I wasn’t 
going anywhere. She never understood 
show business. She still doesn’t to this 
day. She’s a perfectly normal person who 
understands 8 a. m. to 5 p. m. and that’s 
all.” 

The new Mrs. Belafonte seems to look 
at things differently. Says she: “Harry is 
not an easy man to understand. But you 
have to stop and consider the kind of 
pressure he’s under. At best, show busi- 
ness is abnormal by its very nature.” 

Julia Robinson Belafonte is the daugh- 
ter of Russian Jews, Mr. and Mrs. George 
Robinson, who operate a Los Angeles 
plastics firm. A graduate of New York’s 
High School of Music and Arts, she later 
studied at the Katherine Dunham Dance 
School, worked with the Dunham troupe 





The hardest blows Heavyweight Boxing King 
| Floyd Patterson 
has had to take have not been in the ring. 
They were in print. 
How has this affected his young marriage? 
Read the words of his wife, Sandra------ 


‘| Don’t Care About My Husband’s Past’ 
In the August TAN ] 


for six years, the first white dancer to 
become a member of the group, touring 
Europe, North Africa, the Middle East 
and the Caribbean. 

After leaving the Dunham group, Julia 
stayed in Rome during the early Fifties 


and appeared in a_ half-dozen Italian 
movies, as well as clubs and theaters. She 
returned to the U. S. in 1954 and taught 
at the Dunham Dance School and became 
well known in Greenwich Village art and 
show business circles. 

Addicted to tight blue jeans and guitar- 
playing, Julie is a charming talker, cul- 
tured, and rated as a very good interpre- 
tive dancer. She reads Shakespeare and 
other English classics, and listens to high- 
brow music and folk songs, the singing of 
which her new husband is somewhat ex- 
pert. Her life now will center around 
him. “I’m a dancer you know,” she ex- 
plains, “but I want to be a good wife first. 
I'll only remain in show business if it 
doesn’t interfere with being Mrs. Bela- 
fonte. Harry is my career now. If a dance 
part or a movie role comes along that I 
can accept and still look after Harry, I'll 
take it, but not if it means being away 
from him.” This is her first marriage. 

And as ex-wives go, Mrs. Margurite 
Belafonte seemed far from bitter. Perhaps, 
she had little reason to be. Aside from 
losing one of the most desirable males on 
the American scene, she had kept almost 
everything else via a divorce property set- 
tlement which gave her: 1) a $100,000 
cash settlement, to be pro-rated until she 
remarries; 2) a regular share in his earn- 
ings from records, movies, clubs, concerts, 
TV, and songs; 3) a trust fund for the 
two children, of which she has custody; 
4) a $70,000 home, complete with swim- 
ming pool, now under construction in Hol- 
lywood; 5) their $20,000 East Elmhurst, 
N. Y., home, and 6) the family convertible, 
a 1955 Buick. 

Margurite Belafonte looks at her broken 
marriage as one of the casualties of show 
business. Says she: “I’m only sorry I’m 
not the one who can make him happy. I 
am neither hostile nor bitter toward 
Harry. We’ve had some good years. He’s 
worked very hard to get where he is. No 
one knows that better than I. I’d be the 
last one who would want to hurt his 
career. . . . He’s handled the whole mat- 
ter of my divorce and his remarriage very 
well. Almost every decision he’s made has 
been motivated by his sincere desire to 
protect our children from any possible 
emotional upset. Insofar as it has been 
possible, he has succeeded quite well. 
Proof of it is that the children adore him 
just as much as they ever did and they 
want to be with him whenever they can.” 

Furthermore, Margurite states, the 
property settlement is “substantial, ade- 
quate and perfectly satisfactory.” Says 
she: “Harry has been more than gen- 
erous. The children and I have been well 
provided for.” 


THE END 
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works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
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undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
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Naturally Healthy Normal Hair GROWS from 
the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 
matural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL is such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
an ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
many DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
CRIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
annoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
strength tar formula. Write for this DOCTOR’S 
GENUINE SCALP FORMULA now, It will be 
sent to you all mixed and ready to use. USE 
IT FOR 7 DAYS, and if you are not satisfied, 
your money back, Pay only $1.59 on delivery. 
This includes everything. Don’t pay a penny 
more. You get it will full directions. Use the 
finest MEDICATED SCALP FORMULA your 
money can buy. Your hair and scalp deserve 
fine care. Just send your name and address 
to — GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC. 
Dept. YC-5, Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
NOTE:- THIS FORMULA carries a 100% 


written money back guarantee. 
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Heaven Help Me Now! 


(Continued from Page 33) 


broke the silence. “Let’s face a fact, Mil- 
lie.” he said. “You don’t really care if I 
take Jimmy’s soul out and cut it up in little 
pieces as long as a good, high price is paid 
for it. What you want is money. You’re a 
cold-blooded, hard-hearted. money-grubbing 
woman. I recognize the type. I’m that way 
myself. So since we both want money, why 
don’t we get it?” 

“What do you mean, Moran?” I asked 
coldly. 

“Just this,” he answered. 
has made up to now is peanuts. A couple of 
good records, yeah. And the tours. But 
those tours were just so much motion. This 
rhythm-and-blues thing is the biggest boom 
to hit music since Miller. Everybody’s 
going for it. Not just little groups of people 
here and there, but everybody. What does 
it mean for Jimmy? It means radio and 
television appearances and playing the 
biggest clubs in Hollywood and Las Vegas 
for the kind of fabulous dough you dream 
about. When Jimmy begins to do that, it 
won't make any difference what my take is, 
there’s bound to be enough to keep you in 
diamond rings and mink stoles.” 

“So what are we waiting on?” I said. 

“Tt takes a little work.” Ed explained, 
“and there’s more to it than just Jimmy’s 
singing. We’ve got to make him a national 
idol. He’s a handsome guy. photographs 
nice. He should be seen more at the right 
parties, even with the right women. Now 
you’re a sharp-looking chick, yes. But 
you’re also his wife. And there’s nothing 
exciting. about a star being seen around 
town with his wife. Remember. some of the 
biggest names in the game are the most 
controversial. Look at Sinatra, Daniels and 
Kitt. A little gossip never hurt any star.” 

Ed kept talking and kept making sense. 
Jimmy had been successful up to this point, 
sure. But now it was time to go for the 
blue chips. So I began steering Jimmy to 
the right parties, got him to hobnobbing 
with the right people. I even suggested that 
he date a few girls in show business. 

Jimmy. of course, objected to the whole 
routine. “Millie.” he said, “I’ve been think- 
ing about quitting the whole thing here and 
now. I’m full up to my ears. If I go through 
with this all-out, to-the-top-or-bust cam- 
paign, Ill be stuck in this for life. I don’t 
want that.” 

I let him have it right off the top. “You 
don’t want anything, Jimmy, but to sit down 
and scribble a few words down on a piece 
of paper and let your precious little soul 
bleed. But remember, there’s somebody 
else involved in this besides I’ve 
worked hard, too, right along with you, to 
get you to the top. Are you going to quit on 
both of us?” 


“What Jimmy 


you. 


Jimmy let go a sigh, long and slow, as if 
it were his last. “No, Millie,” he said, “I’m 
not going to quit on you.” 


HAT clinched it. For the first time. 

Jimmy seemed to really plunge into his 
career. He recorded everything Ed threw 
at him and didn’t complain about the type. 
He made guest appearances on every show 
he could worm his way in on and, last but 
not least, he began to be seen with the 
rightly improper women. 

The money was rolling in. Jimmy bought 
me a new Cadillac each birthday, and we 
bought that big mansion in California. Ed 
Moran was still getting the big cut, but like 
he had promised, there was enough for 
both of us. Jimmy was working at the 
whole thing himself now, so I didn’t need 
to scheme and push so much. I didn’t have 
to watch over everything every minute. 
Maybe that was the big mistake. 

It happened slowly, and at first seemed 
reasonable enough. It was a little item in a 
newspaper column that I first remember: 
“What big name rhythm-and-blues singer 
is now the darling of what blonde movie 
actress?” It was good publicity. I remem- 
ber even remarking so at the time. But this 
gossip bit. unlike all the others about 
Jimmy. did not give way the next week or 
two to some new one. Instead, it persisted. 
And since I wasn’t with Jimmy all the time 
like before, I became suspicious. A couple 
of times, I tried to joke about the items to 
Jimmy. He brushed me aside with seem- 
ingly unusual brevity. Then I talked about 
traveling with him again. 

“Why would you want to do _ that. 
honey?” he argued. “You know the road 
always made you sick. You promised your- 
self a year’s rest from the grind of follow- 
ing me around. You’ve earned it. Live it 
up. After all, it’s what you’ve always 
wanted to do.” 

Jimmy was right. I had everything I 
always wanted. Maybe that’s why, when a 
month later that expose magazine printed 
that big, torrid story about Jimmy and that 
same blonde movie star, I practically burst 
a blood vessel. It was all there in black and 
white. Pictures of them together in night 
clubs, including one shot of her kissing him 
in his dressing room (how the photogra- 
pher ever got that one, I’ll never know). 
And then there was the story, the whole 
inside story of Jimmy’s meeting the actress 
at her hotel at all hours of the night, and 
other lurid details. In a flash I could see 
my whole world being swept out from 
under me. I had built a fabulous meal 
ticket, and now some other woman seemed 
about to steal it. The thought of it made 
me hysterical. 
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When Jimmy came home early that 
Sunday morning, I was breathing flame. 
“Just what do you think you’re pulling?” I 
yelled, throwing the magazine in his face. 
“So I’m to take a rest while you make hay 
with some conniving female, huh? After all 
I’ve done for you! Well, don’t think you’re 
going to get away with it for one minute, do 
you hear? Not for one minute!” 

“What are you so indignant about?” 
Jimmy shouted back. “Wasn’t it your idea 
for me to ‘be seen with the right people,’ to 
‘date the right women’? Well, I’ve done it. 
I’ve done everything you asked me to do. 
I’ve gotten lots of publicity, sung lots of 
songs and made lots of money. You should 
be happy. You got everything you wanted. 
And as for this—” he tossed the magazine 
back to me— “I thought you had better 
sense than to believe these professional 
muck-rakers. They took a few pictures of 
me making with the publicity gimmicks and 
then they wrote a mountain of insinuation 
to go with them. That story is a lie. But 
since you put so much faith into it, maybe 
it isn’t a bad idea. Maybe I should be 
entitled to something out of this, even if it’s 
only her.” 

Jimmy was angry now, talking with more 
fire than I had ever heard before. Suddenly, 
I realized a fearful thing: he was changing, 
breaking away from me. He wasn’t going 
to be easy to handle if I let him ever get 
the feel of the upper hand. Desperately I 
had to say something now to put him in his 
place. I had to flaunt a love of my own at 
him. But who? Who could I say? 

“Maybe you are entitled to her,” I said 
finally. “After all, I’ve got Ed Moran.” 

Jimmy could not have registered more 
shock if I had slapped him. Then came the 
look of sheer disbelief. I had gambled with 
a lie. and now that it had worked, I remem- 
ber the anguish the magazine article had 
caused me, and I wanted to turn the screw 
a little deeper. “It’s been true a long time,” 
I said. 

For a minute, I thought Jimmy was going 
to hit me. Then he turned on his heels and 
stalked out of the house. got into the car, 
and roared off down the drive. 

I never saw Jimmy alive again. He left 
the highway on a curve and hit a tree so 
hard it took them an hour to remove his 
body from the wreckage. 

I don’t know what happened to me when 
I found out. I didn’t want to believe it. I 
didn’t want to think Jimmy would do a 
thing like that to me. He hadn’t missed that 
curve accidentally, I knew. He was too 
good a driver. It was suicide. And at the 
same time, it was murder. 

And Tom Edwards called it that right 
after the funeral. “You know, Millie, that 
you killed him,” he said to me quietly. 

“Tom!” I cried, “How can you say that?” 

“I find it easy to say because it’s true,” 
Tom said. “Everything that Jimmy ever 
did, he did for you. He gave up songwriting 
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Great demand by recording com- 
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FREE EXAMINATION 
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MUSIC PRODUCTIONS 
1472 Broadway, corner 42nd St., 
New York 36, N. Y., Dept. 3 
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POKER CHIPS 
Plastic Club Cards, True dice, 
Club Supplies, etc. Send today 
for FREE Price list and you will 
also Receive a complete Expose 
of all the New Items. 


Pioneer Card Co. 607 - First Ave., Seattle 4, Wash. 











and get RESULTS 


The true way to mastery will open 
for you when you know how to ask 
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simply deposit the small sum of only $1.49 plus postage 

with your postman. I positively GUARANTEE that you 

will be more than delighted with RESULTS within 5 days 
ur money will be returned promptly on request and 

no questions ask 


ed. Order At Once. 
LARCH, 118 E. 28, Dept. 6168, New York 16 





“How I Sweeten Sour Stomach 
—Relieve Constipation Too!” 


Half-alive, headachy, when constipation 
sours your stomach? Get wonderful relief 
overnight, with Black-Draught.* Amazing 
laxative-stomach sweetener works two 
ways when you suffer awful gassy upset, 
sour stomach from constipation. Relieves 
constipation overnight! Sweetens sour 
stomach at the very same time! 

No harsh griping. Made from Nature’s 
pure vegetable herbs, Black-Draught acts 
thoroughly but gently. Taken at bedtime, 


$ 
Model 


Mrs. P. M. Martin, Ohatchee, Ala., says: “Handy ' Phete 
new Black-Draught Tablets do both overnight!” 





brings comforting relief in morning. You 
sleep away constipation worries and stom- 
ach upset too! Next day, feel fit-as-a- 
fiddle! Get Black-Draught today. 


*In Powder or Granulated form...and now 
in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too. 


FOR CHILDREN: When constipation sours a 
child’s digestion and disposition, get Syrup of 
Black-Draught. Youngsters love the taste of 
this honey-sweet liquid laxative! 
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
bility to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

bs case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
pi lace, 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thurough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!’ 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. “Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


WIDE SHOES 


CbDe “GEORGIA” in black patent 
leather or navy calf. 3” heel. 

Other styles to EEE. 
Money Back Guar. $6.95 
WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 


SYD KUSHNER 


Dept. T-7, 733 — St., 
Phila. 47, Pa. 


SHADES 3 
Te PA 


st astest . ng 
you can use for guaranteed ae brighter com- 
plexion You get immediate results in just 3 days 
with wonderful PRESTO Bleaching Cream . . 
Results you actually can see in your own mirror 
and in his eyes. Get PRESTO and prove 
to yourself that your skin can be lighter. 
brighter, glowing and blemish-free. 
One 2 oz. jar $1.00. Enclose your re- 
mittance with order. Save C.O.D. fee. 
Dove's Beauty Co 


P.0. BOX 18)yV 
JACKSON HEIGHTS 72,.N.Y 
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Make Him Yours Alone Forever 
You radiate the air of Love when you use 
ew, improved LURE PERFUME. Exotic, 
ying, mysterious — LURE PERFUME 
eathes of moonlit nights and romantic 
oxicating trysts. its strange overpowering 

fragrance seems to whisper “I Love You”, 
awing closer to your embrace the man 
»ve. You'll be thrilled with your new 
arm with men. LURE PERFUME must help 
or I'll send your money right back. Com- 
e with full directions, only $2 postpaid 

50 C.0.D. Write me now. 


LUROCO., Dept.106-K, Box 388,Mt.Vernon,N.Y. 


>Thin Hair= 


) NOW- 


HORMONEX SERUM 
F 
HAIR AND SCALP 








@& 
-y RESTORES liveliness, body to 
= thin, mistreated hair—at once! 
~~ Gives thin, burnt, brittle hair 
natural female hormones re- 
ired by woman’s body to stay young, attractive. Stim- 
blood vessels in scalp, brings more blood to 
feeds’’ hair roots! Helps hair look naturally 
ier, longer, hold wave better. Gives wonder 
g without greasiness. Drop directly into 
Se thin, burnt, damaged hair—look younger, 


avier—or money back. Handy dropper bottle, 
pply. 


ORDER NOW ON 7-DAY TRIAL TEST 


nd address with $3.85 (which includes tax 

stage “if you are not completely satisfied 

iy trial test, return remaining Hlormonex Serum 
r and Scalp for all your money back. 


MITCHUM COMPANY, Dept. TH-7, Paris, Tennessee 
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for you. He practically gave up our friend- 
ship for you. He did everything just the 
way he did it because he thought you 
wanted it. And you drove him, not only 
into a life he didn’t really want and wasn’t 
emotionally equipped for, but you drove 
him out into the world by himself. He had 
nobody to communicate with. Nobody to 
understand him. Suppose he was having 
an affair with that girl—although I don’t 
believe he was—but at any rate, you drove 
him to that, too.” 

These were the things I had been telling 
myself after the first shock and indignation 
at Jimmy’s death. I knew Tom was right. 

“Jimmy used to write me a lot,” Tom 
went on. “I didn’t answer often because 
he asked me not to. He was afraid you 
might object to our having too much corre- 


spondence. Can you imagine that? Jimmy 
sold his soul and gave you the gold, and 
you kicked him in the face. Millie, you’ve 


bought everything you want, but you'll 
never be able to buy a love like Jimmy’s.” 

And Tom was right. Somehow, I just 
hadn’t felt there was time for love, not after 
Jimmy got that first break nine years ago. 
I always thought we would get around to it 
later, but later never came. And the irony 
of it is, I really loved Jimmy Payne. And 
now I can’t love anything else. Not even 
the things or the money he left me. 

I guess love was the only important thing 
all the time. It was just that I never had to 
worry about it. I took it for granted be- 
cause it was always there. But I killed 
that love. And I killed Jimmy, too. 

THE END 





Marian Anderson’s Secrets 


(Continued from Page 9) 


Conn., to find stacks of mail waiting. The 
letters, most of which she tries to answer 
personally, may be fan mail or requests for 
benefit concerts, lectures or even dinner and 
cocktail invitations. How does she satisfy 
her many-sided life as an artist, a home- 
maker and a wife? 

“T make a list,”” Miss Anderson confides,” 
because a part of living is doing many 
things for others. If we want response from 
humanity, we must have the urge and the 
will to make our own contribution!” 

Life must be well-rounded, Miss Ander- 
son believes. “It would be troublesome if 
life were all tour. Some of us are geared 
for only one thing, but I love both sides of 
my life.” While on tour, the singer is a 
recipe-clipper. Tempted by exotic recipes 
which appear in newspapers throughout the 
country, she can hardly wait until she re- 
turns home to “test” them. 

“T so look forward to going home,” she 
admitted during a spring concert appear- 
ance in Chicago. “While I do enjoy my con- 
cert work very much. I enjoy the time which 
I spend away from the stage more and 
more. Being a homemaker is one of my 
greatest joys!” 

Peace of mind is another of Miss Ander- 
son’s goals. “Being able to do the things 
which I enjoy means a great deal to me,” 
she revealed. This peace often comes from 
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the Bible which the singer carries wherever 
she travels. 

“No matter where I open The Book,” 
says Miss Anderson, “I always find some 
food for thought.” 

Discussing her marriage, the singer de- 
scribes it as a congenial] and happy one. In 
addition to their common interest in music, 
Miss Anderson and her architect-husband, 
Orpheus Fisher, share a mutual interest in 
furnishing their home. farming, and cook- 
ing. “We are not meant to live alone. 
Living starts with the family, stretches out 
of the community, and to every part of the 
world.” 

Happiness, like everything else, takes 
work. And Marian Anderson, who re- 
cently wrote her autobiography entitled, 
My Lord, What A Morning, considers it a 
full-time job. “It depends how much hap- 
piness means to you, not according to the 
standards of others. For some people, even 
the greatest of luxuries would not be 
enough.” says Marian Anderson, who is 
dedicating her life to being a successful 
and happy woman. 

“Being happy and making others happy 
is one of life’s great joys. But I always try 
to remember to get down on my knees and 
thank the good Lord because I know that 
no matter what I’ve done, I could never 


have done it alone.” THE END 
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Who are America’s newest recording stars? 
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My Mother Shared My Sins 


(Continued from Page 27) 


with me. It frightened me terribly, for I 
realized that I had not known what I was 
doing that night at the drive-in, although 
I didn’t dare tell her. 

A few minutes afterward, Harold and 
Clarence rang the bell and we never had 
another chance to talk until it was really 
too late. 

Kathy liked Clarence much better than 
she did Harold, and, somehow, that first 
day they came to our house, Kathy never 
got the impression I was more interested 
in one of the fellows than the other. 

We listened to the radio and made small 
talk until it was almost dark. Then, as the 
boys were getting ready to leave, Kathy 
smiled at Clarence and suggested that 
he come back to dinner sometime. At that 
very moment I was whispering to Harold 
that I would meet him at our bench and 
we would go to the drive-in again. 

Then as soon as Charlie came to take 
Kathy out, I rushed out and Harold and 
I had our second adventure in the dim 
back row of the drive-in theatre. 

A month later, Harold was shipped out 
to another camp. His outfit had com- 
pleted its basic training and he was pro- 
moted and made a cadreman to train 
other recruits. Clarence was left behind 
and promoted to first sergeant in a new 
company that was formed on the base 
near town. 

Although I had known it would happen, 
I was miserable when Harold shipped out. 
We promised to write to each other every 
day and I kept up my end of the bargain. 
It was less than two weeks after he was 
gone, however, when Harold’s letters be- 
gan coming once a week rather than once 
a day. 

I immediately began to badger him 
about neglecting me. I wrote testy little 
remarks about his not being so busy he 
couldn’t scratch out a note more often 
than once a week and if that was all he 
thought about me then he probably didn’t 
really love me at all. 

My nasty remarks didn’t do any good 
though. Harold’s letters became fewer 
and fewer and I almost made myself sick 
haunting the mail box watching for let- 
ters that never came. 

One Thursday, after I had not heard 
from Harold in two weeks, Clarence came 
by to see how I was getting along. I 
invited him to come in although Kathy 
was not at home and proceeded to tell 
him how cruel Harold was treating me. 

“He’s treating me like I was an old 
hat to be thrown aside after it’s been 
rained on,” I protested. “Why would he 
do a thing like this to me?” 

“Oh, he’s very busy with his new out- 
fit.” Clarence tried to explain. “He’s on 
field duty and it tires a fellow out— 


nothing like sitting at a desk all day like 
I do. with the energy building up rather 
than being burned out.” 

“But why must you defend him all the 
time, Clarence?” I turned on him. “You're 
always making excuses for him.” 

“He’s an all right guy.” Clarence said. 
“He just gets everything he wants and 
once he’s got them he doesn’t value them 
very much.” 

I was about to rip into Clarence again, 
when I suddenly felt sorry for him and for 
myself. It seemed that we were both ad- 
miring a guy who valued us very little. 
I flung myself down on the sofa beside 
him and he put his arm around me com- 
fortingly. 

We sat that way for a long time, not 
saying anything. 

And then, I realized that my heart was 
racing thunderously. Snuggling there 
against Clarence’s shoulder I felt that I 
loved Harold as much as I ever had, but 
my body was crying out for attention and 
I was helpless to control it. 

There was a clean, masculine smell 
about Clarence, and a faint odor of pipe 
tobacco. His arm felt strong and protec- 
tive and I had a strange feeling of con- 
tentment in his arms. He was trustworthy 
and he was here. 

My skin tingled and my breathing came 
faster and faster. He reached over and 
brushed a lock of hair away from my face 
and my flesh jumped spasmodically all 
over my body. 

I raised my face toward his and said. 
“You're so wonderful, Clarence.” And as 
he looked down into my eyes he must 
have understood what was going on inside 
me. I sat up on the couch, turned to face 
him and leaned backward a little as I 
held my arms out to him. 

He took me gently and I had visions of 
being a small snowball at the top of a 
high hill rolling downward, slowly at first 
and then gaining speed and size and be- 
coming big and white and beautiful and 
roaring, roaring along in soft, delicate 
whiteness until I crashed exhausted 
against a huge invisible barrier beyond 
which another single turn in my round 
of growth and speed would shatter me to 
bits. 

He left me quickly, muttering something 
I scarcely heard and dashing away almost 
shamefully. I did not move and soon I 
was fast asleep. 


HE TURN of Kathy’s key in the door 

woke me and I bolted upright, straight- 
ened myself out and pretended to be still 
asleep until she walked into the room. 
When she called to me I pretended to 
awaken drowsily, and groping for some- 
thing to say I blurted out, “Oh, Kathy, 








SKINNY LEGS! 


Try this new amazing scientific * 9 F 
home method to ADD SHAPELY ~ * <j 
CURVES at ankles, calves, thighs, ° 
knees, hips! 

Skinny legs rob the rest of your figure 
of attractiveness! Now at last you too 


can try to help yourself improve under- 
developed legs, due to normal causes, 





ence offers you this tested 
and proven scientific course 
—only 15 minutes a day— 
in the privacy of your home! 
Contains step-by-step 1 
trations of the easy SCIE 
TIFIC LEG technique ich 
simple instructions: gaining 
shapely, stronger legs, im- 
proving skin color and cir- 
culation of legs. 


Send No Money! 
FREE 10-Day Trial! 


For the ‘‘Shapely Legs Hom 

Method,”’ just deposit $1. 38 Las (Ck BETTER Fa 

plus postage with postman QUICKLY 

on delivery (in plain wrap- 
er). Or send only $1.98 ‘*Modern Methods has done 

with order and we pay post- Wonders for me. It m 

age. Satisfaction guaranteed MY lens look better and 

or return course for money as they did before.’ *—Mrs, 

back. T.H., Ft. Worth, Texas. 


MODERN METHODS Dept. St-212 
296 BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY 7 
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I'll Send You These Products 






And Show You How to 
Make Money in Full or 
Spare Time without 
Experience and with- 
out Putting Up a Penny 
Just send me your name and I’ll rush you PREPAID 
these full-size packages of famous Blair Home Prod- 
ucts: Cosmetics, Flavorings, Foods, etc. Make money 
introducing to friends, neighbors. Special bargains, 
valuable premiums, spectacular offers put you into a 
successful business of your own overnight. You don’t 
need experience, and I give you credit. Assortment 
of full-size products for FREE TRIAL ready! Send 
no money. Write today. 


BLAIR, Dept. 14K, Lynchburg, Virginia 
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'TEACH- 
YOURSELF’ Way” 


OW it’s easy to learn to play ANY instrument the 

same way famous TV Star Lawrence Welk did! 
No boring exercises. Even if you don’t know a single 
note now, we'll have you playing delightful pieces 
RIGHT AWAY—right from your FIRST lesson! Simple 
as A-B-C. Make amazing progress. No special ‘‘Tal- 
ent’’ needed. Learn at home in spare time, without a 
teacher. Only few cents per lesson. Soon you can 
play any piece you wish. 900,000 students. (59th 
successful year.) 


WRITE FOR 36-PAGE ILLUS- 
TRATED FREE BOOK— just 
send this ad, with your name 
and address filled in below to 
U. S. School of Music, Studio 
A347, Port Washington, N. Y. 
(No obligation; no salesman 
will call.) 











Clarence asked me to marry him.” 

I was as startled by my own words as 
she was. And then I remembered that was 
what Clarence had said to me at the 
height of our adventure. 

Kathy stood looking at me lying there 
on the couch for a moment. She took off 
her coat and sat down beside me. “I’m 
glad,” she said finally. 

I was simply looking blankly at her, 
dazed completely by what I had said and 
her reaction to it, when she ran her hand 
caressingly over my body and said again, 
“I’m glad, my child, because you’re going 
to have a baby.” 

The shock of what she said _ over- 
whelmed me and I tried to splutter out a 
denial as the tears of fear and apprehen- 
sion welled up in me. And then the dike 
broke. We both cried bitterly, sitting 
there clinging to each other, frustrated 
and helpless. 

Then I couldn’t cry anymore. I had no 
thoughts of marrying Clarence, it occurred 
to me. I said so. And I became hysterical. 

“But I don’t want to marry Clarence,” 
I screamed “And if I’m going to have 
a baby, it’s all your damned fault, Kathy,” 
[ shouted. I had never cursed in my 
mother’s presence before but all the bar- 
riers were down now. 

“My fault?” Kathy recoiled. “My 
fault! How could you ever get such an 
idea into your head?” 

“You should have told me sooner,” I 
said. “You shouldn’t have ever. brought 
me to this horrible town. You should have 
been a good wife to Daddy and we 
wouldn’t be here. You shouldn’t have left 
me alone,” I spilled the denunciations 
out at her. 

The dike was really broken, and I 
creamed things at Kathy that are too 
terrible to repeat, and she just sat there 
nd looked at me in amazement. 

Finally, she just got up and said, “Go 
to bed, we'll talk about all this later,” 
and went into her room. 

In bed I tossed fitfully all night. I was 
plumper, I had to admit, but I had 
thought I was simply growing up. I knew 
that if I was going to be a mother, the 
baby could not be Clarence’s and Harold 
had obviously just about forgotten me. I 
was tormented and terrified by my pre- 
dicament. 

But I never gave a thought to what it 
111 would mean to anyone else. I never 
reflected on what my nasty remarks to 
Kathy would do to her. I was too busy 
pitying myself to think even for a second 
ibout Clarence. 

My swollen body intrigued me and I 
vas awed by the thought that a human 
being was growing inside me. 

At the breakfast table, Kathy was quiet 

id matter-of-fact in her manners. She 
told me it would be wisest that I not go to 
chool anymore and that I should call 
Clarence and talk over our marriage plans 

soon as possible. 

[ listened without speaking. I didn’t 

re tell her that I knew the baby had to 
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be Harold’s. I did exactly as she told me. 

When Clarence came, I had no idea how 
I was going to get him to marry me 
while I carried Harold’s child. But on the 
spur of the moment I decided I wouldn’t 
tell him anything about a child at all. I 
simply made myself act very affectionate 
toward him and. without my ever bringing 
the subject up again, it was he who asked 
me to marry him. 

Things moved fast after that. Clarence 
and I were married and he moved me in 
with his family. I did not like them at all, 
and they did not like me. They did not 
live, eat. think or behave like I had been 
accustomed to, and they resented my ef- 
forts to go on living as I had in my 
mother’s home. 

Clarence found himself in a terrible 
dilemma and, try as I might, I could not 
help him find a solution to his problems. 

His family had come from the Deep 
South, they were accustomed to eating 
kinds of foods that made me ill just to 
look at. They did not keep a clean house 
or bathe often. They sat around with their 
shoes off and their only conversation was 
about fast automobiles, drinking liquor. 
playing whist and gossip about the neigh- 
bors next door. 

When the baby came, my welcome in 
Clarence’s family’s home was _ strained 
beyond the breaking point. The baby did 
not favor Clarence at all, and despite all 
the superstitious talk they made about 
“throwbacks” and all the lame excuses I 
gave about my parentage, I’m sure they 
suspected the truth. 

A week after I came home from the hos- 
pital, Clarence and I agreed that since 
he was at the Army post most of the time. 
I would probably be happier at home with 
Kathy. 

“As soon as I get out of the Army.” he 
said, “we'll get a place of our own.” 

“Sure we will, darling,” I agreed with 
him. But even as I did so I knew that all 
the plans I had made while I waited for 
the baby to come, sitting around watching 
his family gossip in their stocking feet. 
all the dreams I had dreamed while I laid 
in the hospital, all the things I hadn’t 
done that I wanted to do—I knew that as 
soon as I got back to Kathy’s I would do 
them because I was a woman now, and 
even Kathy couldn’t stop me. 

And Kathy wasn’t ready for me to come 
back to her house anyway. I discovered 
this the first night I was back there. 
With me gone before, she and Charlie had 
stopped going out nights and did most of 
their beer drinking and talking at home. 
Sometimes, he didn’t leave until early in 
the mornings. Sometiiaes, he didn’t leave 
at all. 

It all embarrassed Kathy, but Charlie 
wasn’t for breaking the habits he had got- 
ten into, and she needed him too much 
to put her foot down. She tried to hide 
their affairs from me, but I was too grown 
up now to be fooled and I told myself 
that she had really done what Daddy said 


she did if she could do what she was do- 
ing now. 

I took to going out into the streets each 
evening as soon as the baby was asleep. 
At first, I would only stay an hour or so, 
and I would rush back to see if the baby 
was all right. Later, knowing she would 
sleep for four or five hours, I found places 
I could go and stay for that long. 

They usually turned out to be bars and 
taverns, where the men bought me drinks 
and told me how pretty I was and what 
all they would like to do for me. I was 
fascinated and intrigued by the life I had 
discovered and I refused to let Kathy or 
Clarence make me give it up. 

“You shouldn’t spend so much time in 
the bars,” Clarence said to me one week- 
end he was home on pass. “Those guys 
in there are old slickers and they’re go- 
ing to keep dangling their promises and 
money in front of you until you do some- 
thing you'll regret.” 

“Well. what would you rather I do,” I 
lashed back at him, “sit over at your 
family’s house and watch them pick at 
their sore feet? I’m still young and I 
haven’t seen much of life. Furthermore, I 
can take care of myself. Don’t you trust 
me?” 

“Of course I trust you,” Clarence said 
shyly. “but I always heard that if you 
hang out with the bums of the world 
you're likely to become one, and Id just 
feel better if I knew you were at home 
instead of in the streets.” 

“Oh. don’t you worry about me,” I 
chanted. 

It was the same when Kathy tried to 
tell me to be careful. I threw her own 
clandestine affair up in her face. 

“How can you dare to talk to me about 
a simple thing like going to a bar and 
talking with some fellows, when you're 
doing what you do with Charlie who isn’t 
even your husband?” I asked her. 

It wasn’t long after that I convinced 
myself that because of what Kathy was 
doing I could do anything I liked. I let 
one of the fellows at the bar, Frank, get 
me to go to his apartment to “Get just one 
more drink” after the bar closed. It 
seemed innocent enough, but I got to like 
his place and started calling him up and 
going directly there instead of to the bar. 
It was a nice, clean, beautifully furnished 
three room apartment. The place I called 
home was a dingy kitchenette. 

Only the baby’s needs kept me from 
spending most of my time there, and be- 
cause she was interfering with my pleasure 
I began to dislike her and wish she had 
never been born. 

I told Frank how I was beginning to 
feel about the baby. He was always so 
understanding and calm and wise, I felt 
I could tell him anything for, at first, I 
had absolutely no intention of being in- 
timate with him. He was in his late 
thirties and I just hadn’t thought about 
sex where he was concerned. 

But he said he really liked children 





was do- 


ets each 
; asleep. 
Ir or so, 
the baby 
e would 
d places 


yars and 
e drinks 
nd what 
. I was 
fe I had 
cathy or 


time in 
ie week- 
se guys 
yre go- 
ses and 
o some- 


| do,” I 
at your 
pick at 

and | 
more, | 
yu trust 


ce said 
if you 
world 
’'d just 
t home 


me,” I 


ried to 
er own 


> about 
ar and 
you're 

. +} 
10 isnt 


ivinced 
1y was 

I let 
ik, get 
ist one 
ad. It 
to like 
ip and 
1e bar. 
nished 
called 


from 
nd be- 
easure 
e had 


ing to 
Lys so 
I felt 
irst, I 
ig in- 
; late 
about 


ildren 





[’'m going to name him 


Champ, Dad! 














= people or products—names play a very 


important part in our everyday lives. 


Today, our standard of living is greatly enriched 


by our system of competing brand names. 


What do these names mean to you? A great deal, 
because they really make you—and every consumer 


—the boss. 


When a manufacturer proudly signs his name to his 
product, he knows that he has to win your faith in 


that name. 





Only through satisfying you, can he be sure that 


you will buy again — and again! 


That’s the main reason why manufacturers of 
branded and advertised products carry on continu- 
ous programs of research and product improvement. 
That’s why winning your favor is the full time job 
of thousands of scientists and testing engineers, and 
the sole purpose of laboratories and experimental 
plants in every division of industry where trade- 


marking is practiced. 


Yes, in the factories of the brand-makers, yours is the final word. Your 


free choice of branded products makes you the boss of the greatest 


manufacturing system in the world. 
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“| can’t buy blind with a family this size... 





...80 to be satisfied most... 


| always get Brands that have 
made a Name for themselves” 


—_—_ it’s 10 heads or 2 to feed, clothe, shelter, transport or 
whatever... make every dollar buy you satisfaction—buy brands of 
quality. To help you do that, advertisers in this magazine are good 


names to know. They’re proud of their brands—’cause they satisfy so. 





FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 


J], BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known quality. Brand Names 


wear best, work best, taste best, are best. 


2, SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved value. Brand Names 


save time “puzzling” over labels, models, prices, etc. 


3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among widest selections, 


Brand Names offer the most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 


4, GET THE “LATEST’’! Spend smartly on up-to-date products. 


Brand Names keep improving, modernizing, introducing new things. 





> 4 MANUFACTURER Za > CUSTOMER 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. 437 FirtH AVE. - NEW YORK 16, N.Y. 





and suggested that maybe I shouldn't 
leave the baby at home when I came over, 

The next night, I took the baby with 
me, and for the next year I never saw 
either Kathy or Clarence again. 


MOVED my things from Kathy’s house 

while she was at work and if she ever 
knew where I was she did not bother me. 
I made it a point never to let Clarence 
find out. 

It was not difficult to avoid them. 
Frank’s tastes in entertainment and his 
circle of friends were far removed from 
theirs. His apartment was in a neighbor. 
hood they would never visit and I never 
went back to the old neighborhood. 

The first time I did, like a criminal re. 
turning to the scene of his crime, I got 
into trouble. 

Many of the fellows I had known in 
the corner bar before I moved in with 
Frank were still there. They were very 
glad to see me, they said. There was also 
a new fellow there whom I hadn’t known 
before. He was glad to see me too. 

He said his name was Jerry. 

He was a toasted version of Robert 
Taylor—shoulders, hair, sharp features 
and all. He said he was manager of an 
apartment house and he invited me to 
ride over in his Cadillac and see his place. 

After that night, the next time I went 
through his door I was carrying all my 
worldly belongings and my baby in my 
arms. Frank was at work when I left and 
I still wonder how he felt when he got 
home and found me gone. He had been 
good to me, but so had my Dad been good 
to Kathy, and that was the way Kathy 
had left him. I believed that was the way 
to do such things. 

Jerry and I were perfectly mated, as I 
had known we would be from the first mo- 
ment I laid eyes on him; so even before 
I had lived with him long enough to know 
how mixed up he was, I was expecting 
another baby. 

Looking back, it seems now that Jerry 
was probably more amazed and fascinated 
at becoming a father than he was aware 
of the responsibilities parenthood  in- 
volves. He had no idea what it would all 
mean and talk as I might, I couldn’t get 
it over to him. 

And I guess I talked too much during 
those long evenings we sat arm in arm, 
cuddling and baring our souls to each 
other. Jerry was a good listener and 
everywhere in my life that I’ve run into a 
good listener I’ve overtalked myself. 

I told him all about how Dad had ac- 
cused Kathy of the butcher. I told him 
all about Charlie and Kathy. I told him 
about Harold and Clarence and Frank. 
I even told him that I suspected Kathy 
was jealous of me and to make the story 
stronger I made up a tale about how she 
had hinted that I was “too big” to be in 
the house alone with Charlie. I was much 
older and much wiser before I realized 
that she meant she did not trust men, and 
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“Saturday’s no 
fun anymore” 


T sure used to be, though. Up early — even 
before the sun hit the window sill. 

Then tip-toe into Dad’s room to wake him up. 
Sometimes it isn’t easy. 
He’s up now. Careful not to wake Mom. Now 
you’re dressed and in the kitchen where you 
and Dad whip up a swell breakfast together. 
Doesn’t the coffee smell good? And the bacon 
frying... the hot rolls. A real man’s breakfast. 


“What’ll it be today, Tommy?” Dad asks. 
“Want to toss a ball around? How about 

a ride out to Blue Lake? Bet the trout are 
jumping. You call the shots, son. It’s your day.” 


That’s the way it was. The way you thought 
it would always be. You’re not supposed to 
cry because you’re a big guy now. But when 
you ask “why” no one knows how to answer 
you. What’s cancer anyway? Why did it 
take Dad away? 


For little lads like Tommy—with fun in their 
hearts and a glove in their hands—cancer 
deals a cruel blow. Today, because of cancer, 
there are more than 160,000 children who 
have to learn to live without a father. 


Yet there is hope. Hope for a final, certain 
cure for cancer. The men and women in our 
research laboratories are working night and 
day toward this end. But they need your 
help. Badly. 


There has never been enough money to carry 
on all the research that needs to be done. 
Can you afford to remain indifferent to this 
enemy that strikes 1 out of every 4 Americans? 


We need your support. Give generously. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 


GENTLEMEN: I want to help conquer Cancer. 

0 Please send me free information about Cancer, 

O Enclosed is my contribution of $_________ to 
the Cancer Crusade. 


NAME 





ADDRESS 








CITY ZONE STATE. 
MAIL TO: Cancer, c/o your town’s Postmaster. 











was not that she was jealous of me or 

i not trust me. 

Jerry told me a few things about him- 

lf that fascinated me, things about how 

- lived by his wits, how he sort of floated 
hrough life on the crest of luxury with- 
it working like other people. 

The apartment he lived in was rent free 
ecause he collected the rents for the real 
ywner of the building. He had gotten his 

ear by pretending he owned the building 

d he managed to pay the monthly in- 
tallments by telling the building owner 
ome one of the numerous tenants did 
ot pay each month and using their rent 
hat month to pay his car note. 

He used the apartment owner’s money 

buy anything he wanted and he taught 

how to juggle the books and the 
ney so that neither of us held a job 
ut we always had plenty of everything— 
od, drink, clothes and spending money. 

But every good thing comes to an end, 
id so did ours. The owner somehow 
found out that the vacancies we claimed 

curred had never really occurred and 
nants weren’t really always moving out 


owing a lot of back rent. I guess we al- 
ways knew our bubble would burst one 
day, but it was good while it lasted. 

Of course, we had to change towns so 
Jerry could stay out of jail. We moved to 
Gary and he quickly made new profitable 
connections. 

The baby was born while we were get- 
ting resettled and I didn’t really know 
what Jerry was doing until many months 
later. He was seldom at home and there 
were times when he stayed away for sev- 
eral days at a time. Then one day he 
left and did not come back for two weeks. 

I was left completely helpless. The rent 
on our little apartment came due. The 
food ran out. I had never been wise 
enough to lay aside a few nickels for a 
rainy day. I had been so attentive to Jerry 
and the babies that I hadn’t made a single 
friend and I had no one to turn to. 

When the children’s hunger tears be- 
came more than I could bear, I went, in 
desperation, to Kathy. 

It was a cold fall day, but Kathy was 
warm with affection. She had not seen 
her granddaughter in nearly two years 
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Scientific formula works to help stop 
dry scalp, splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you’ve been looking and looking for 
something that would glorify your hair 
and give it more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the answer 
to your prayers. RAVEEN gets to work on 
that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and helps Nature 
to give you the appearance that goes with 
shining billows of long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of your hair 
has been affected by its undue dryness, you 
owe it to yourself to try RAVEEN on our 
generous no risk offer. 


Money back guarantee 


Try RAVEEN according to directions. If not com- 
pletely satisfied, return unused portion of jar 
and full purchase price will be immediately 
refunded. 
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and she had never seen her grandson. She 
was so happy to see me and them I was 
sickly reluctant to tell her why I had 
come. But when the children began to 
cry again and she asked what was wrong 
I threw shame to the winds. 

“Kathy, they’re hungry,” I blurted out. 
“We're all hungry and we’re cold and my 
husband has been gone for two weeks,” 
I lied about my marital state. 

Kathy walked right off her job and took 
us home and fed us. Strangely, she did 
not argue with me about my affairs. Late 
in the afternoon, she gave me some money, 
took down my Gary address and promised 
to come over that night. 

When she came in Charlie’s car, she 
brought oil for the stove and a week’s 
supply of groceries. She bustled about 
and cleaned the house like I had never 
been able to do it because the children 
were always under foot. And she was just 
about to leave when Jerry came in. 

I had scarcely introduced them when 
Jerry looked around the room with a 
snarl on his face and asked, “Who did all 
the cleaning up?” 

“Kathy did it for me, Jerry,” I said 
gayly and with obvious pride. And that’s 
when he turned on us. 

“Well. you needn’t be getting your 
trampy Mammy to clean up my house. 
When I want it cleaned Ill hire a maid 
or bring in one of my own concubines 
to do it. I won’t need the use of an- 
other man’s!” 

He was in a vile mood. Kathy looked at 
me as if she felt I should defend her. but 
I knew he was only saying the things I 
had told him about her. I dropped my 
head in mute shame. Kathy grabbed her 
coat and fled this house of terror. “Come 
home,” she said quietly as she dashed 
past me. 

As the door shut behind her Jerry 
shouted “And don’t come back if you 
know what’s good for you!” He scowled 
at me and stomped into the kitchen. Then 
suddenly he was standing in the door of 
the bedroom where I had gone, roaring 
at me, “Where did all that food out there 
come from—from one of the other guys 
you kept house with?” 

I turned a pained face of disbelief to- 
ward him. And I realized how I had made 
one of women’s most deadly mistakes by 
baring my past to him. He needed never 
have known about anyone except Clar- 
ence, but I had told him all, and a woman 
should never tell a man all about her past. 
My expression of pain changed to a scowl 
at my own stupidity which he misinter- 
preted, and he seemed to leap across the 
room at me. 

His fist crashed into my face and I 
tumbled wildly across the bed and fell 
against the wall. The children, terrified 
and whimpering, cringed in a corner. 

Jerry stood over me cursing. “You're 
just alike, you and your Mother. There’s 
not a decent drop of blood in either of 
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you. The minute a man’s back is turned, 
you're off roaming around like pussycats.” 

He had every reason to believe what he 
was saying. I had told it to him, and I 
knew everything I had done had been 
wrong. I put my hands over my face and 
began to pray. 

When I looked up again he was gone. 

I once heard that a child will ultimately 
behave like its parents no matter how far 
afield it goes, so I left Jerry like Kathy 
had left Dad, just like I had left Kathy 
before, and Clarence, and Frank. I took 
only what I could carry in my hands and 
I had no regrets about leaving the ill- 
gotten luxuries Jerry and I had ac- 
cumulated. 

Kathy was wonderful. If she had been 
expecting me, she did not let on. If she 
hadn’t she did not seem surprised. When 
I knocked on the door, she reached out 
and took the baby from my arms, took 
off his things and tucked him into her 
warm bed. 

She busily went about telling me where 
to put things and we tidied up the little 
apartment as we moved about. It was 
nearly midnight when she_ telephoned 
Charlie and curtly told him “Come over 
here, Charlie, and bring the delivery 
truck. There’s something I’ve got to tell 
you.” 

We drank a beer and smoked a cigarette 


in silence until Charlie came. He had 
hardly sat down when Kathy began. 

“Charlie, I’ve put the few things you 
had here on the chair there. My child has 
come home and brought my grandchildren. 
They are going to stay. 

“For a while I guess I was too busy 
trying to get a little enjoyment out of life 
and I must have forgotten my duty to my 
child. I had set the example for her and 
she wasn’t much of a mother to her chil- 
dren. Somehow she got so she could blame 
me for everything she did. Well, that’s all 
going to be changed now and I will have 
to say goodbye to you.” 

Kathy paused and took a long draw on 
her cigarette. 

“T think I understand,” Charlie said. 
That’s all he said, and he gathered up his 
things and left. 

The closing of the door must have 
awakened them for both of the babies 
cried out at the same time: “Mommy!” 
Kathy’s eyes met mine, and there was a 
smile in them. She went to the boy on 
one side of her bed and I went to the girl 
on the other. 

“T want to say my prayers, 
ter told me. 

I knelt with her there beside Kathy’s 
g to be 


” 


my daugh- 





bec 
all right now. 


THE END 





Man Stealer 


(Continued from Page 15) 


poisoned your mind against me, Jim,” I 
blurted. “She’s 
been jealous. I’ve never done anything to 
her, but she hates the way I look and 


always hated me, always 


everything about me. She always has!” 

“Hates you?” he said in disbelief. “That 
girl worships the ground you walk on. She 
doesn’t hate you. She admires your beauty, 
your sureness, your so-called success with 
men. She’s actually cried when she told 
me how she couldn’t ever get really close 
to you. But she always had too much re- 
spect for your privacy and silent moods 
to intrude her feelings of love. And you 
reject her. I saw it the night we met, 
when Lesa came home after spending two 
days and nights with a dying child. It 
tore her heart out not to be there to wel- 
come you home, and you didn’t have the 
decency to let her tell you so.” 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 
I didn’t want to believe it. “It isn’t true!” 
I screamed. 

“It’s true all right. And what’s more, I 
thought I was on to your little game days 
ago, but I had to be sure. I had to bring 
you here tonight to give you a real op- 


portunity to show yourself.” 


I swung my hand. slapping him as hard 
as I could. He didn’t budge. 

“If Lesa only knew how much more 
of a woman she is than you will ever be,” 
he said softly. “Get your coat.” 

The harsh, cruel words burned into my 
mind, refusing to be erased from memory 
by tears or time. They flooded back, ac- 
curately, coldly, time and time again in 
the days that followed. 

I remembered them also, painfully yet 
thankfully, on the day Lesa became Mrs. 
James Baldwin. 
that, while never being able to undo the 


For they were the words 


harm I had done, nevertheless made me a 
woman; a woman capable of realizing 
that childhood 


basis for lifelong hatreds; 


arguments are not the 
that love be- 
gets love, and that jealousy—like evil— 
often exists only in the eyes of the be- 
holder. 

The day Lesa married Jim, a wink 
passed back and forth from the _ bride- 
groom and the maid of honor. It was 
Jim’s way of telling me he had married 
the grandest girl in the world, and it was 
my way of saying he was truly right. 


THE END 
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PARIS, FRANCE 
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to obtain one of the finest 
perfumes in the world for 
only $4.98. Full 1 oz.— full 
strength French perfumeina ° 
beautiful satin matted crystal * 
French perfume bottle. A true ,¢, 

$16 value, for only $4.98. Send <<» 
check or money order today. 


Pay postman 15¢ (no 
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Are you facing difficult prob- 
lems? Poor Health? Money or Job 

Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? 
Love or Family Troubles? Would 
ou like more Happiness, Success 
and “Good Fortune” in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or 
others like them, dear friend, then 
here is wonderful NEWS of a remark- 
able NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping 
thousands to glorious new happiness and joy! 

Just clip this Message now and mail with your 
name, address and 3c stamp to LIFE-STUDY 
FELLOWSHIP, Box 5207, Noroton, Conn. We will 
rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by air mail absolutely FREE! 
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/ BASH OF- THE 





SROENAL ROSY BONNE, 


Vine was the soft life of the well- 


kept woman until the day 


when even I had to pay the price 


f igcies BLARING HEADLINES on the 
newspapers one day last year wrecked 
my life and turned all my dreams into bitter 
memories. I was walking along 125th street, 
lrinking in the sights and sounds of 
Harlem’s busy thoroughfare like a tourist, 
happy with the thoughts of my coming 
narriage. The sun was shining and I was 
the happiest girl alive. Even the idlers on 
the corner of Eighth Avenue, whistling and 
naking remarks as I passed, didn’t upset 
me as they usually did. I strolled past 
Frank’s restaurant and the Baby Grand, 
where I'd gone dancing the night before 
ind paused on the corner of St. Nicholas 
\venue. I decided to take an afternoon 
paper home with me, so I went up to the 
newsstand near the subway entrance and 
bought the weekly newspaper, a copy of 
JET and a movie magazine. 

This ought to be enough to keep me 
ccupied until Sonny comes this evening, 
[ smiled to myself. Being a lady of leisure, 
with nothing to do during the day except 
read and go to the movies, was still new 


nough to me to give me a little thrill of 
itisfaction. Other girls might be slaving 
away on some dull job or tending a house- 


oO 
ou 


came 





ful of kids, but not Connie Ware; I was 
sitting on top of the world, with a hand- 
some man who adored me, showering me 
with anything and everything I wanted. 
Sonny had set me up in an apartment and 
given me a sleek new convertible. What 
more could a girl want? “A wedding 
license!” came a small voice inside me, but 
I instantly forced away the unwelcome re- 
minder. Hadn’t Sonny promised to “make it 
legal” in another week or two? 

I hurried to my apartment and mixed 
myself a drink. It sometimes helped me 
forget. I gazed around at the lovely apart- 
ment and thought about the closet packed 
full of expensive new clothes. Yeah! What 
more could a girl want? Sonny loved me 
and I loved him. What difference did that 
little piece of paper make? I had waited 
too long to get what I wanted to let a mere 
technicality spoil my enjoyment of all that 
I had. 

I Jounged on the sofa and leafed through 
the magazines I’d bought. I put them aside 
to read later, then picked up the news- 
paper. The headline hit me like a fist 
between the eyes: 

HARLEM GAMBLER SLAIN; 
COPS SEEK MYSTERY GIRL 





Sonny (Let ’Em Roll) Edwards, 
well-known Harlem sportsman, was 
found shot to death today in the base- 
ment of an abandoned building, the 
victim of unknown assailants. Accord- 
ing to police, Edwards’ pockets con- 
tained a roll of $10 bills “big enough 
to choke a horse.” 

Authorities theorized that a_per- 
sonal feud, rather than robbery, was 
the motive... 

Numbly. I reached for the liquor bottle 
and poured another drink. I downed it, 
barely feeling the burning down my throat 
and in my stomach. Gradually, the mean- 
ing of what I had read seeped into my 
consciousness. A cold lump of pain settled 
on my heart. Sonny dead! 

Only last night he held me in his arms, 
I recalled with a sudden catch in my throat. 
Sonny had phoned me at midnight, and 
asked me to pick him up at an address way 
uptown. He owned a car, a big Cadillac. but 
for some reason he loved to have me drive 
my car, with the top down and him sitting 
beside me with his chest stuck out in pride. 
Sonny was at the curb when I pulled up at 
the spot and jumped into the car. 

“Okay, baby—let ’em roll!” he chuckled. 
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I pressed on the accelerator and the car 
smoothly sped down the street. “You act 
like you’re in a hurry to get away from 
somebody,” I said, wondering why he kept 
glancing back out the rear window. 

“The only hurry I’m in, baby, is to see 
you!” he declared, turning back around. 

Sonny was like that—thoughtful and 
charming. He always knew how to make 
a woman feel good. When I suggested that 
we go dancing, he was all for it. We went 
to the Baby Grand, where Sonny ordered 
a big steak. “Been working hard,” he 
grinned. 

“How’d you make out?” I asked, smiling 
up into his smooth brown face. 

“Take a look in your bag,” he said. 

Puzzled, I opened my purse and my eyes 
nearly popped out at the sight of the huge 
roll of bills that had been stuffed down 
into it. “How did that get there?” I laughed 
in delight. 

“I stashed it there in case somebody got 
ideas,” he explained. “Some people are 
bad losers, baby.” 

“From the looks of that roll, you didn’t 
lose,” I remarked. 

Sonny let out a whoop that rang through 
the nightclub. “I made seven straight 
passes! Let ’em roll, baby, let ’em roll!” 

Yes, Sonny was a gambler, a professional 
who made money by placing bets—and 
winning. His luck was phenomenal and 
made him an almost legendary figure in 
Harlem. His favorite expression was “Let 
‘em roll!” which he always shouted when 
laying down the winning cards or rolling 
the dice. He had been Lady Luck’s favorite 
son in the two years I’d known him, but 
now, according to the newspaper. she had 
deserted him. 

I don’t know how long I sat there, the 
newspaper on my lap, aware only of the 
dull ache in my breast. As the afternoon 
shadows deepened and the sun slowly set, 
my thoughts went farther and farther back 
into time... 


HAD LEARNED early in my 23 years 

that many a woman sporting a mink coat 
is trying hard to forget how she earned it; 
that there are men who give a girl diamonds 
because they cannot or will not give them 
a legal marriage. There were all sorts of 
reasons why a man shies away from the 
altar, I’d discovered. Some, like Sonny, just 
can’t bring themselves to saying the words 
they fear will tie them forever to one 
woman. And there are other reasons. Most 
of them I’d learned first hand by the time 
I met Sonny. 

Looking back to my wide-eyed innocence 
at the time of my arrival in New York, it 
seemed as if that girl was not me at all. 
My childhood had been a pleasant one, 
marred only by a severe illness that kept 
me bedridden for a time, just long enough 
for me to fall behind my class at school. 
When I recovered I decided it was too late 
to try to catch up, so I quit school. For a 
while, I worked as a waitress in a diner 
in my hometown. But one day I got fed up 


with all the drudgery and made up my 
mind that I’d never get anywhere unless 
I did something drastic. 

Quitting my job and moving to New 
York was just about drastic enough. At 
first, there wasn’t much difference between 
the big city and back home. I got a job 
as a waitress and found a room in the heart 
of Harlem. But it was my days off that 
made up for everything. I loved to go 
dancing at the Savoy ballroom, where the 
music and lights were bright and gay and 
where I could swirl about the dance floor 
as long as my legs held me up. It was at 
the Savoy that I met Herbert, a likeable 
young fellow who worked at a_ soda 
fountain. He was an excellent dancer and 
for two months we’d seek each other out at 
the ballroom, after arriving separately. 

It wasn’t long before Herbert considered 
himself my boy friend. I liked him well 
enough, but he certainly wasn’t the fellow 
I intended marrying and settling down 
with. For one thing, Herbert was extremely 
jealous. I got perfect evidence of this one 
evening when I dropped by his room for 
him to take me to the Savoy. 

“T don’t feel like going, Connie,” he said, 
lolling back on the bed. 

“Then Ill go by myself,” I told him, 
slightly irritated. 

He shook his head confidently. “Not to- 
night, you aren’t!” 

“Oh, but I am!” I declared, starting for 
the door. 

In a flash, he was off the bed and at the 
door. “You’re my girl,” he said, “and I say 
you're staying here.” 

“That’s what you think!” I shot back. 
“Well, listen to me, Mr. Wise Guy—I’m not 
staying here. What’s more, I’m not staying 
anywhere near you! I’m going places, and 
I don’t mean in a two-by-four room or with 
a no-money jitterbug like you!” 

With that, I flounced out of the room and 
out of Herbert’s life. It was the first time 
I had put into words the ambition that had 
driven me to New York. For several days 
I waited for Herbert to phone me. But I 
guess he called himself teaching me a 
lesson. He did. I began to notice other men. 
Gus Logan, for instance. My landlady was 
very nice, but she was a bug on playing the 
numbers. Often when the man came around 
to pick up her play, I would answer the 
door. But I’d never exchanged more than 
a dozen words with Gus, even though my 
landlady was always telling me how nice 
he thought I was. 

“He likes you, Connie,” she’d tell me. 
Then she’d wink. “A girl could do better.” 

I was flattered at being noticed by an 
older man, and especially one who had 
money. But I was still very much a country 
girl. The only fellows I had known were 
like Herbert, young and not very serious 
about anything. And there was a difference 
in the way that Gus who was about 45, 
looked at me. 

One night when I opened the door for 
Gus, I noticed a nickel lying on the floor 
of the hall, but after letting him in I 


hurried back to my room. I was teo bashful 
even to stop and pick up the coin. A few 
minutes later there was a knock on my 
door. It was Gus. “Pardon me,” he said. 
“but is this yours.” He was holding up the 
nickel. 

That little incident broke the ice and it 
wasn’t long before we became friends. 
Things progressed to the point where Gus 
suggested that I move into another room— 
at his expense. He also told me that I ought 
to quit my job at the cafe. I must admit 
that the idea appealed to me, but I hesitated 
a long time. I like Gus, even though I 
thought he was a little too old and drank 
a little more than he should. Being a num- 
bers banker, he always had money and he 
spent it freely. He bought me a diamond 
ring, and since my school had been cut 
short by my illness, he sent me to night 
school and then to beauty culture school. 

Gus told me that he was no longer 
married and that he needed my companion- 
ship. Finally, I gave in and Gus immedi- 
ately starting taking care of me. In addition 
to the allowance he gave me each week, he 
bought food for the apartment. But since 
he was so busy all the time, we’d only have 
a couple of meals together each week. 


OUR ARRANGEMENT lasted for almost 
a year. My life settled into a com- 
fortable routine that was marred by only 
two things—his fondness for liquor and 
his unreasoning jealousy. I learned to 
drink because he insisted that I keep him 
company, but I held my liquor better than 
he did. So, in self-defense I had to learn 
to drive a car. I even got myself a job as 
manicurist in a barbershop, although Gus 
never could understand why I wanted to 
work if I didn’t have to. And he could 
never really understand how it is that a 
manicurist can sit all day in a barbershop 
and not be the target of all the men who 
hung around. He began to accuse me of 
having affairs with one of the barbers and 
practically all of the customers. 

There happened to be a funeral parlor 
near the shop. One of the morticians was 
a young man named Fred to whem I spoke 
whenever we met. Somehow, Gus got the 
idea that I was seeing Fred behind his 
back. We quarreled, and Gus began to 
drink more and more. One day when Gus 
called for me after work, we happened to 
walk past the funeral parlor. Fred was 
standing outside and greeted me warmly. 
Gus blew his top. 

Long after we got to my place he was 
still shouting and waving his hands. At 
first, I couldn’t believe that he was serious. 
But there was no talking to Gus; he had 
made up his mind that I was cheating on 
him. He ran into my bedroom and snatched 
the jewelry he’d given me out of the box 
on my dresser. Then he pulled open the 
closet door and began to rip all my clothes 
to shreds. 

“And you'd better start looking for 
another apartment,” he yelled at me. “I 
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Sonny had given me everything; money, jewels, 


furs and cars. But now, the one thing in life I really 


wanted, I could never have. 


1in’t paying another dime’s rent on this 
place.” 

When it was over, all I had were two 
rings Gus had overlooked. Two days later, 
1e was begging me to come back to him, 
promising to replace everything he had 
destroyed. But I refused. Now that I was 
ree, I made up mind to stay that way. 

Fred was the one person who might have 
hanged all that. He started dropping into 
the barbershop every day and soon we were 
lose friends. But I drew back from his 
pleas that we get married. Gus had kept 
me fenced in for almost a year. I rarely 
iw my friends, and whenever we went out 

was just the two of us. Gus continually 

arned me how wicked the world was, how 
ruel people can be, and what terrible 
s could happen to a girl. He had 
ictually made me afraid to face life and 
eet people. I decided to make up for 

t time. 

Another thing that held me back from 
Fred was the taste of high life and luxury 

at Gus had given me. Fred, was a very 

e person, but he was just starting out 

d didn’t have a lot of money. So I looked 

r other prospects. 

There was one man, Sid, who hung 

y»und the shop who seemed to like me 

spite my deliberately cool attitude toward 
Sid really went all out to make an 
pression on me. I remember our first 
late. He had finally persuaded me to have 
nner with him one evening, and when we 
the restaurant he put me into a cab 

| slipped a folded bill into my hand. 

“Here,” he said casually, “buy yourself 

box of candy.” 

[ thanked him and rode off, marvelling 

the novelty of not having a tussle when 


ning 
ling 


[ said goodnight at my door. It wasn’t until 


| 


ot home that I looked at the money Sid 
d given me. It was a $50 bill! 
It was near Eastertime and Sid used that 
an excuse to send me all sorts of expen- 
gifts. He ran a sporting club and was 
busy most of the time, but managed 
take time off to take me out once or 
e a week. Remembering my resolve to 
k out after myself, I made it plain that 
1 no clothes, so he bought me two fur 
ts and re-stocked my wardrobe. I liked 
ind I enjoyed helping him in his work. 
» by the club after closing time early 
e morning after the gamblers had left, 
| help him count up the night’s receipts. 
rwards, we’d have breakfast together 
then I'd go off to work in the barber- 
Keeping my job, I found, gave me 
ething to do when I was not with Sid. 
the while, I got as much as I could out 


Eventually, I carried my demands a little 
too far. One Thursday we went out for 
some drinks and Sid gave me a hundred 
dollars. I don’t even remember how I spent 
it, but the following Saturday, I asked 
him for $50 more. 

“Fifty bucks more!” Sid exploded. 
“What happened to that C-note I gave you 
the other day?” 

“Money was made to spend,” I retorted. 
I turned on my sweetest smile and held out 
my hand. 

Sid scowled. “Okay.” he said finally. He 
handed over the money. “But take it easy, 
baby.” he warned. “You’re trying to go 
too far too fast!” 

That was my cue to start looking around. 
I had noticed Sonny Edwards several times 
at the club, but knowing I was Gus’ girl, 
he barely spoke to me. Sonny was a flashy 
dresser and always looked sharp. He was 
extremely goodlooking, and sometimes he 
didn’t seem much older than a schoolboy. 
I never learned how he became a gambler, 
but he won more often than he lost. He 
always seemed to know how far his luck 
would go. 

One night after my fight with Sid, I 
stood watching a poker game which had 
turned into a private battle between Sid 
and Sonny. I was behind Sid’s chair just 
before the showdown, and could see every 
card in his hand. Sid had a good hand, but 
not nearly good enough to back the big bet 
he had just made. I glanced across at 
Sonny. He was sitting motionless. coolly 
studying his cards. His eyes suddenly met 
mine, and for some reason I didn’t under- 
stand at the time, I let my right eyelid 
flicker. The next moment, Sonny raised the 
ante and called. The cards he held took 
the pot. 

Sid quit in disgust. after paying off, and 
disappeared in his office. Sonny sidled over 
to me and invited me to have a drink with 
him. 

“You’re lucky tonight,” I said casually, 
as we stood at the bar. 

His eyes looked steadily into mine. “I’m 
always lucky, he said seriously, “that’s why 
I don’t need any help to win. But thanks 


anyway,” he grinned. 
A SHORT time later, I quit Sid and 
started going to Sonny. He was com- 
pletely different from the other men I’d 
known. Gus and Sid were all much older 
than I; Sonny was my age. He was married, 
but told me he was divorcing his wife. I 
think I’d have moved in with him even if 
he hadn’t told me that. Being around Sonny 
was like being next door to the U. S. mint. 
For a while, we were happy together. Sonny 


made me quit my job, and I did so gladly, 
I spent all my time fixing up the apart. 
ment, saving money from Sonny’s winnings 
to buy furnishings. He would laugh at me, 
but when he hit one of his rare losing 
streaks, he was glad I had that money 
put away. 

Using up my reserve that way was 
strictly against my determination to always _ 
have something to fall back on, but helping 
Sonny seemed more important at the time, 
It was one more proof that I really loved 
him. Then, one day. it suddenly occurred 
to me that I no longer cared for my way of 
life. I wanted something more than the 
glittering presents Sonny was always bring. 
ing me. I found I wanted security more 
than anything else. I begged Sonny to quit” 
gambling and even though we both knew. 
that was impossible, he promised to do it 
for me. 

“T must be flipping. baby.” he said, 
taking me in his arms. “I wouldn’t do this 
for anybody else in the world. but for you, 
I’m going to quit. Not only, that, but you 
and I are going to get married!” 

“You mean it, Sonny?” T asked breath. — 
lessly. “you really mean it?” 

He nodded solemnly. “I guess I’m just 
nuts about you. The odds that Cupid guy 
has are just too hard to beat.” 

I wanted him to quit right away and go 
somewhere and get married, but Sonny was 
intent on making one last killing. He told 
me he needed the money to pay for his 
divorce and have enough left over for us 
to get married on. 

Now, as my eyes focused again on the 
newspaper in my lap. I wondered if I could 
have stopped him if I had tried harder. He 
had gotten into a game somewhere and it 
was anybody’s guess what had happened. 
Maybe a heavy loser had gotten into an 
argument with Sonny and they had fought 
it out. Maybe my old boy friend Sid had 
decided to get even for his big loss. 

The only thing that mattered now was 
the harsh, painful fact that Sonny was 
dead. He had given me money. jewels. furs 
and cars. but the one thing I really wanted, 
I could never have now. I wanted to be 
Sonny’s wife ... I wanted to have a home 

. rear children. In one awful moment of 
truth. I realized that I had sold my soul 
for things that could never bring me 
happiness. My greed had cost me the most 
precious treasure on earth, and somehow 
I knew that at last I must begin to atone. 

The headline had said, “Cops Seek 
Mystery Girl” that was me. A gambler’s 
girl to be picked up and questioned by 
the police about her relationship with a 
notorious underworld character. My name 
and pictures would be spread all over the 
newspapers the moment my identity was — 
learned. The whole world would know I 
lived in sin—not once, but many times. 

Then I sighed deeply. Perhaps baring © 
my soul to public gaze was the first step — 
toward atonement. 

Slowly. I got up. went to the telephone 
and dialed the police. 


THE END 
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